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NOTICE TO THE Flrt:H J^DlTldN. ^ 

...» ( , 

A fifth edition of the following poem having been calted for 
by the publicy the liberal offers of its publisher have induced me 
to enlarge it by very considerable additions. Incessantly occupied 
by the avocations of professional life, I have not been able to 
devote, to any part of the poem, the attention which I wished, 
and I have therefore to claim indulgence for many inaccuracies, 
which, perhaps, more leisure might have enabled me to have 
corrected. To the numerous criticisms by which I have been aS' 
sailed, I am very little indebted for any opportunity of improve- 
ment. They have almost altogether' merged the literary, in the 
political consideradon of the work, and pursued me with an 
asperity which but too manifestly marked a determination to 
censure, rather than to criticise. As a proof of this I refer the 
reader to a work called the Quarterly Review, combining per- 
haps more profligacy of principle, and more poverty of intellect 
than ever disgraced any press in any other country. The article 
with which they have honoured me, I point out with a conscious 
exultation, both to my friends and to my enemies ; the former 
vnd/eed have good reason to rejoice if this be all which the most 
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slavish and the most malignant of the latter can object to me. 
For myself, I shall only say, that it shall be my constant study 
r^dly to observe that line of conduct, which has given me the 
honourable distinction of the enmity of the Quarterly Reviewers! 

December 22, 1817, 
99, Grafton Street, Dnblin. 
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PREFACE. 



A BRIEF outline of the following Poem was some time since 
presented to the Public under the title of ** The Consolation^ 
of Erin." The reception of my rude and unfinished Sketch 
so far surpassed my most sanguine expectations, that> were 
it only out of gratitude^ I could do no less than endeavour 
to repay, ad far as labour could repay, the loan with which 
I had been so prematurely honoured. Comscious, however, 
of many errors^ and naturally fearful of more^ the only apo- 
k)gy which I can offer, is, the purity of my motive. 

When I first embarked for England in the pursuit of ray 
professional studies^ my most poignant emotions were,' as 
might be expected, love for my native land, and regret at 
leaving it ; but, the necessity of a separation, and the pros- 
pect of return, gradually subdued the force of feeling, and 
the first sight of England effaced, for the moment^ every 
rival impression* With mute and wondering contemplation, 
I saw her rise before me in the solitude of the Ocean— the 
Hcfrmitage of the Good, the Wise and the Free— 4he Temple 
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irhere Milton worshipped— Shakspeare sung, and Cha- 
tham slept — where Piety fled for her last earthly refuge, 
and Freedom hailed^ har insulated sanctuary ! 

Little was it to be wondered at that a youthful mind, thus 

< 

contemplating her abstract splendour, should have expected, 
perhaps extravagantly, an individual cdoformity. But, alas^ 
wlM was my astonishment to find amongst these ** lords of 
<< humankind," a prejudice against my native land, predo- 
ininant pbowe every- other feeling— inveterate as ignorance 
could« generate, and monstrous ^s credulity could feed I 
Was there an absurdity uttered*^t was IrUh I was there' d 
c^me committed— it was Irish 1 was there a freak at which 
folly would blush — a frolic which levity would 'di6<>wn>^« 
cruelty at which barbarism would -shudder— none could 
hatch or harbour them but an Irishman! Ireland was the 
Sibald's jest and the Miser's profit-** the Painter sold ber 
in caricature, the Ballad-singer chaunted her in burlesque^ 
, and the pliant Senator eked out his stupid hour with the 
plagiarism of her slander ! In the very seat of LegipktioQ^ 
is was deliberately asserted that Ireland was ** a burthen ** 
on the empire! The judicious apothegm remains upon 
record, a solitary memorial of its author's eloquence and 
most characteristic specin^en o£ his political s|igacjty« . .Ta 



those who could eitb^ utter- 0t patieBtly.hear aiicb:aif atitiii^ 
ditfy I ^duce no arguinentr- their igaorancie it too preju- 
diced to be taught^ and their prejudice toso coBtemptible M 
pe combated : but, to the liberal and the tflinkibg^ ia offered^ 
m the following pages, an imperfect sumpoiary Of Ii^dand^s 
benefactions, not only to England, but to the world— bene- 
factionSy of deep interest to the nation which reomired, 
and of permanent glory to the nation which bestowed thetau 

Elated as my spirit must naturally be at the recital of my 
country's merits, it is, nevertheless, bowi^d ddym with the 
consciousness of personal misrepresentation* Such i|i ^ 
unhappy state of Ireland, that. Party brands the name of 
Patriotism, and a love for the land is deemed an enmity to 
the Government ! Our very Virtues are sickJied with the 
hue of Suspicion — our Liberality is Rebiellion— our Candour, 
Craft— ^ur Piety, Polemicks! Whether it be by foreign 
gold or by native misfortune, there is generated within our 
soil a Monster, more watchful and more venemous than the 
vipers which shun us ; — awed by no virtue, subdued by no 
kindness and crushed by no correction, it strengthens with 
our weakness and feeds on our famine ; ~ like the poison-* 
tree of Java * spreading his verdant branches to the sky,, 

•See << Sketches, CWil and Military, of the Island of Java.— Seooud 
" Edition." 
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while it blasts and withers the soil which' gave it birth. 
The Monster is Disunion. While that Hydra lives, Ire- 
land<»nnot prosper ; but let us once banish it the land, and 
we shall then see* who dare refuse us a just right or offer an 
tmexpiated insult. 

For myself, / here most sdemfdy abjure all parti/ spirit 
Xfifuitsoever'^I merge the Partisan in the Irishman — ^the Sec- 
tarian in the Christian — the Romanist in the Man. I look 
upon my country as a Parent, and on her natives as Brethren; 
and» with that filial and fraternal spirit, I offer them the 
effusions of an heart which throbs but for their welfare. 



^v . '1 
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Ji BIN, dear by every tie ' . . 

Which binds us to qut infancy ; 

Bj weeping memory's fondest claimf, 

Bj nature's holiest, hig^^t names, ■ 

By the sweet, potent, sipell that twines 
The exile's secret heart arOund^ 
By woe and dis^ance^fii^ter hound, 

When, for his native sqil he. pines. 
As, wafted o'er the cloqd^d.fleep, • 

And, shuddering, at tb^ tempest's roar. 
He thinks how sweet its wateifs sleep 

Upon thjf lone ap^ JoX^S.^^'^® \,. ; / 
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By the indignant patriot's tear. 
Oh, even by misfortune dear. 



Ebin, from thy living tomb 
Arise — the hour of hope is come. 
Think on what thou once hast been, 
Think oh many a glorious scene 
'Which graced thy hills and vallie% greed ; 
Think on M alachi the brave; 
Look on Brian's verdant grave—- 
Brian — the glory and grace of his age ; 

Brian — the shield of the Emerald Isle ; 
The lion incensed was a lamb to his rage. 

The dove was an eagle compar'd to his smile I 
Tribute on enemies, hater of war. 

Wide-flaming sword of the warrior throng, 
Liberty's beacon, religion's bright star, ' 

Soul of the Seneacha, << Light of the SoDg."^ 
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The sun has grown old since Clojctarf's bloody wore^ ^ 

Saw thee sleep the sweet sleep of the patriot brave ; 

But thy glory still infantine beams from on high. 

The light of our soil and the sun of our sky ; 

And, centuries hence, Time shall see that sweet light, 

Unheeding his envy, still youthful and bright ! 



r 
\ 



Oh ! had I the power, holy scourge of the Dane, 
To waken the glories that circled thy reign, 

The captive would triumph, the tyrant should die ; 
Tet alas, to the angels above 'tis but given. 
While chaunting the vesper of heroes at even, 
To pause, at thy name^ 'mid the piusic of heaven, 

And shed the mute tear on thy memory ! 
Oh, there were days in the Islaitd of Saikvs,. 

No bard could d^re to sing^— 
Holy deeds, which, the pien that paints, 

Must come from- m angers wing I 

: u9 
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It ifi not now for an impious time 

The haUo^ed tale to tell, 
Of sacred lore and song sublime 
And learning, spread through many a clime, 

By the tongue of Coluhbkille ! 



It is not now for a downward age, 
Or the feeble haitad that writes^ 
To dim, with his degenerate page, 
The wisdom meek, and martial rage,. 
Of Conn of the hundred fights 1 



It is not BOW for the spiritless song, 

Or the tame and tuneless lyre. 
To tell of the wondering crowds that hung: 
On the hero hand and poet tongue , <•> 

Of CoEKAc— heart of fire ! 
The days are gone, and the bf^rds are dead,r < 

That well could tell the tale^ 
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Like the flower of the valley they flourished, and fled 
Like the song of the mountain gale. 



Where now the passing stranger sees 

' Some orphan tree, 

Sighing, in the desert breeze, 

So piteously — 
There, once, the holy Druid prayed, 

Amid his stately grove, 
Or sweetly breathed the myrtle shade, 
As courtly knight and lady strayed, 
In ecstacy of love. 



It is not for the earthly soul 

These hallow'd sights to see. 
But, bursting from its sable shrouds, 
Like lightning from the midnight clouds. 
The buried age will rise and roll 
Before the child of poesy. 
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Arise, arise, thou visioa bright I 
Arise and glorify my sight ! 
Pour down thy radiance from on high, 
Glance but upon mine youthful eye, 
One glimpse of Erin's faded majesty ! 
Rise, visions of our golden age ! 
And flash your glories on my page ! 
Rise, ancient heroes of our isle ! 
And cheer your country with a smile ! 
Rise, shades of the departed years ! 
Rise, sages, bards, and holy seers ! 



Usher, Swiet and Farqvhar come 
From your star-encircled home 1— r 
See, see, the vision passing by. 
See, how it glows along the sky, 
A grand, eternal galaxy ! 
Poor Erin, though surrounding night, 
May make that galaxy more bright, 
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Still hast thou hope some happy star 
Will lead in morning's lucid car ; 
For, even in this moment drear, 
Such splendid prodigies appear, 
That one must think their heavenly ray 
The promise of returningday. — 
See thy laurel-circled son 
Leading crimson conquest on-— 
See how India comes from fiir, 
And looks on Lusitania's war- 
See how she waves her banner proud, 
And claps her hands and cries aloud, 
^^ Yield, Europe, half hi9 ikme to me 1 
^^ I nursed the child of victorv ! " — 



Happy chief! upon whose head 
Contending climes their honours shed ! 
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Happy chief! whose sword has won 

A title, nobler than a throne. 

The iTATiON-sAViNG Wellington! 



And does not he — oh 1 write the name 

In characters of living flanie-^ 

Does not Sheridan refase 

The gift of every stranger^^muse. 

Bringing, with filial love, to thee, 

The glories of his poverty ? 

Still shewing others wisdom's way, 

Still led himself, by wit, astray ; ' 

Of contradictions so combin'd. 

With views so brilliant,, yet so blind. 

That, in him, error looks like truth. 

Folly is reason, age is youth. ;: i'^ 



Immortal man ! designed to.be 
The country* s own epitome ; 



■ / 
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When thy keen flashes set no more 
The midnight table in a roar. 
Sages and wits alike shall come 
To heap their garlands on thy tomb, 
And every weeping muse, in turn, 
Clasp, in her arms, her fav'rite's urn ! 
E'en from that urn shall rise relief^ 
Glory will so illumine grief, v 
Thus, when the radiant orb of day 
Sheds on the world its parting ray, 
The lustre all creation cheers. 
And orphan nature smiles in tears. 



Nor, 6b ATT AN, may'st thou stand aside 
When Erin counts her cause of pride ! 
Thou, thou who, in her darkest night. 
Rose like a meteor on her sight, 
When a nati'Oe traitor^ $ blow <. 
Laid thy lovely Erin low. 
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Oh ! roand that last iU-omen'd fidd. 
Where her high heart was fiirced to yield, 
When, in its wrath, the midnight doud 
Rcdl'd its thunder-laden shroud, 
Boming through storm and doud, thy beam 
Shot, on her eye, a loftier gleam : 
Cheered her sunk heart, and bid her feel 
That virtue might be conqueror stiU. 
E^en, when the remnant of the %ht. 
Her warriors, scorning chains or flight. 
Though dim their spear and cleft their shield, 
Hung on the limits of the fidd ; 
They watched, upon the cloud -afar. 
The radiance of thy guiding star ; 
Radiance so grand, so pure, 'twas given 
To brighten earth and show them heaven-^ 
That heaven, Kiaw ak, which seyat thee 
On earth to shew its purity ; 
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But which, enamoured of thy tongue, <^ 

Refused the blessing to us long ; 

And virtue now holds out to men 

The hope of hearing thee again. 

Apostle ! worthy of thy God ! 

Like him, a thorny path you trod, 

Shedding thine high and holy grace 

Upon a worthless, thanUbess race ! 

Blush, mitred dulness ! blush with shame, 

At Kirwan's great, neglected.name. 



But who is here with olive crown'd, 
With Echo listening for a «ound, . 
And all the passions bending. round i 
Ecstatic mirth and stern despair 
Owning alike their maaterj there ! 
Whose is the wonder-WfMrkiQg .wwd 
That conjures up the shadowy band — 
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Bids sorrow, shame and rapture start 
From the recesses of the heart; 
CSalls the quick tear to Joy's blue eye, 
Alternate wakes the smile and sigh, 
And reigns, with sweet and proud controul, 
UnrivallM sovereign of the sool i 
CiTBBAH, now I know thee well, 
I know thee by thy potent spell : 
But hence without applause from me ; 
I may not worship witchery. — 



Tet sure, if aught of magic art. 
With secret sway enslaves the heart, 
'Tis when lovely woman's smile 
Resistless wings the fatal wile : 
Ah ! vain the hope, the effort vain 
To 'scape the soft and silken chain ; 
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Nor can the captive muse repine. ^ a ] 

A willing 8lave;at Edgeworth's shrine. 
Cdgewo^th ! a parent's and a natidn's pride ! 
Virtue's chaste guardian, Erin's virgin guid0 1 
Star of thy sex ! round whom, on^ airy wing, 
Ekich grace meanders and the mused sing, ■■,.,-. 
Wisdom expands, wit's varied vision fibtys, r 
Genius careers, while eagle &qcy strays, 
Prometheus like, in envy 'iiqid the blaze ! 



Yes, if this earth can yield a ray divitie, ' . vi f ; 
And Heaven's pure sun,, witli human shade,, almbiiie^ ; 
'Tis when, enshrin'd withio; a female form> > : - 
Grenius and virtue bear the blended chai^ ;. v s . 
They soften life, ameliorate i|iejuc$p|ieTe, •' tr-.n ./- 
In joy adorn, and in misfortune cheer, 
Beam round c^i^i^Larb anti4?ip«t?d bUsa^ : . .♦[// j - Ni' 
And half unfold a ^tvyr^AtatejiitUist,.'. siif ;»h;>[o( » 
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Happy the bard such union to rereal. 
But happier thou^ &ir Owsnson, to feel ! 



: 1 



Hail, Justice ! maid austere but miU^ 
Hail to thy pure and patriot child ! 
Oh ! vain would be the poet'slay, 
And faint and feeUe iiiem<M7'» ray^ 
And cold thy country's heart must be, 
When she forgets her Ponsonby ! 
While modest worth and manly mind, 
With honor's spotless «oul dominn'd^ ' • - * 
While wisdom meek and honest -^eel, ' 
The hand to act, the heart- «6^l!^el^ ' •'<' ' 
Claim, from this land, a tribute free, ' 
She'll not forget her Po^soi^ bt I 



/ 
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But see who comes with K^tel^M Ai^ttsure^- "' 
Looking bliss and b^atbiiig {dda^t^ 
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Led along by Beauty's choir. 

With heart of feather, tongue 6f fire, 

A Cupid carrying his lyre ! 

'Tis he, the bard of voice divine^ « 

Sweet melodist of love and wine ; 

He on whom monks and minions rail^ 

The Muse's little nightingale: 

He round whose cradle, ev'ry rind muse 

Pour'd the rich perfume of Castdian dews. 

While Freedom, bending o'er her laurell'd boy. 

Bade Venus weave his wreath and wept with joy >—• . 

Yes, EfiiN, 'tis thy patriot son. 

Thy simple, sweet Anacbeon ! 



MooBE, though around thy laurell'd head^ 

No splendid ray can shine, 
Save that which heaven's own light will shed 

On such a Imtow Im tidne^ 



■"'.1 • 
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Yet^ when you die, 
Genius will grieve upon thy tomb^ f 

Freedom lament thy early doom, 
And fresh, in Erin's fond heart, bloom - 

The verdure of thy memory ! 
Thy dirge shall be the lover's sigh ; r 

Thy monument, the myrtle tree ; " i' 

While widowed Nature, weeping nigh, 

Shall close her poet's obsequy. * . I 

Nor shall one tear less sacred fall 

Upon the grave of wortfti, . .' 

Because unblazon'd is its pall. 

And titleless its birth — .■ .,'.'*. 

Away, away, the herald's scorn, 
Full many a noUe heart; was humbly bom I ' , > 
'Mid the heath of the valley the violet blo\jV§; , >/ 
Through the sands ot the desert the fountaiu'^priag flwif 
And e'en on the briar-bush Ucpiscpnif t^ie ro«§,;,, ,ij 

With the breath and the beauty of morn. 
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Oh, could he, from his cradle to his grave, 
Writhe through life's agony, a heart cursM slave ! 
Gould he, defying shame, despising truth, 
With ev'ry vice of age defile his youth, 
Gould he renounce the path his fiithers trod, 
Barter the Gospel, and despoil his God, 
He still might sink to infamy and state. 
Branded with rank amongst the modem great ! 
But, kneel to heaven, with thy country, Moore, 
And bless the virtues that have made thee poor ; 
Virtues, that loathe the honours of an age 
When want of crime is want of patronage. 
In better times, if e'er ai better fate 
Shall raise that country to her ancient state. 
When, with a throbbing heart, she shall survey 
The fiiends and glories of her wintry day, 
Genius shall pause before'her patriot's tomb. 
And, in their blended tears,' thy laurels bloom— 
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Unfruitful laurels I ever doomed to wave, 

A green, but joyless, foliage, o'er tbe grave.*-** 

Who but with Moobe would woo thy sacred shade, 

Culling the chapletfkted ne'er to fade, 

Rather than glitter tntdst a shameless band. 

Rich in the ruin of their native land. 

Take the lyre, thoH Child of Song ! 

But keep it mot from Cupid long ; 

Yet cdti the God of Love refVise 

A moment of his darling Mvao^ 

To celebrate a land whtofa pays 

To him such' pure and pious praiie ; 

To celebrate, in deathless strain^ 

Its honor, wiAdut ftpot or staid, 

Its spirit bncve, ifs noeial giee| 

Its heart-felt fciMfpitality-— 

Its fire and mirth and martial Ame, 

Concentit'd nil iB Moiba'^ vame? 
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Yes ! if in human hearts there be 
A symbol of the Deity, 
A feeling of celestial birth, 
Which raises ma^ above tlie earth, 
Ennobles life and death defies, 
And wings our spirit for the skies, 
MoiRA, 'tis that which gives to thee 
The patriot's immortality — 
It lends thy star a ray more Inright, 
Sheds on thy name a purer light, 
And gives thee, more than wit or birtti, 
The meed of honesty and W(H*lk* 
In faith it glads my -heart 4o say, 
That even iii thy wint^ day. 
There is a patriot |pure and free, 
To think, poor E'rin, tipon ^ihee— 
To sweep, with angdlfcand, aiiide 
The lures of Imtny and pride ; 
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And, great in all the world can give, 
Alone for thee contented live. 
Yet, Erin, few there surely are^ 
And, oh, be these from memory for, 
Who do not love to think on thee 
And the pure joys of infancy ! 
No matter where the exile goes, 
O'er sultry sands or Alpine snows. 
Or where no mortal foot before 
Had dared the desert to explore ; 
Where wild tornadoes pour their wratb, 
Or serpents hiss along his path : 
At night, when wearied and alone, 
He rests upon the shapeless stone^ 
E'en o'er that broken hour of sleep 
Delicious thoughts of home will sweep, 
And his hush'd spirit give a tear 
To all that charm'd and sooth'd it there ; 
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The hazel wood, the village green, 
Of his rude boyish sports the scene^ — 
The woodbine bower, the hawthorn glade, 
Where first he met his mountain maid ; 
With all the loves of that sweet soil 
Where friendship gave a charm to toil. 
And mirth lent poverty a smile. 



Oh sweet Killabney, who that e^er 

Adored thy sylvan scene. 
When russet autumn's morning tear 

Impearls thy hills of green, 
Can bid thy memory depart. 
Or tear its worship from his heart 
Though oceans intervene ? 
Oh ! can he forget thee, and e'er be forgiven. 
Who has seen thee all gemm'd with the glories of heaven, 

c 3 
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When the red sun ig rising o'er MaHgerten M ouiit^ 

When the diamonds are flaming in M angerton fottilt; 

When the lonely cone of Mucrtiss spird, 

Glitters — a pyramid of living fire^^ 

And lovely Innis^ falleti isle, 

Its varied beauties just awake, 

Shews, basking in the morning's «iiile| 

Its glorious image in the lake ? — 

When there is not &et the ample sky 

A cloud to tinge its orient hue^ 

When there is not e'en a zephyt's sigh, 

To rob the rosebud's trembling dew, 

Or wake the sweet sleep df the waters blue ? 
KiLLARNET ! al creation's birth^ 
Thy garden of delight wis giTen^ 
To cheer the wny-woni child of ear til 
Witii Ay anticipated hnven ! 



•;--«> 



\ . 
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Eden'a fairest, wildest flo^ers^ 

Breathe around tb' Arabian aigh***^ 
Every bird of Eden's bowers 
Thrills the rival melody— 
Whether each little laughing isle 
Gatohes the wanton summer tiniley 
Op the rude spirit of the stcorm 
Roars round each giant mountain form. 
The ofaangefnl climate ^nds in ihee 
Only a varied harmony ! 



. ♦. -* * • * • 

V 

fe 

Ok^^-^hat a Bight it is ta see!^ 
Killarkey'b naval pageantry^ 
When the wild note of the wbodhunter's horn 
Awakes the hill 9pipt to worship the morny 
!. o 4 
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While the fays of the glen and the sprites of the fountain 
Affright the red deer in his flight o'er the mountain ! — 

Oh — what a sight it is to see 

Killabney's naval pageantry— 
When the snow white sail in the sunbeam is streaming, 
When the pennon of green o'er the billow is beaming. 
When the barks, with their burthens of beauty and song. 
Bound o'er the silvery surges along. 
While the firmament's blush gives the water its glow^ 
As if anxious to share in the magic below ! 
The eye that beheld, from the summits a&r, 
All the blaze of that scene, to the vision thus given. 
Would fancy each barge were an animate star, 
And the billows that hate them a miniature heaven ! 

'Tis all as by enchantment wrought. 
Above— ^around — ^below — 

The mind. by. inspiration caught, . 

Flies to its God, nor wastes a thought 
Upon our world of woe. • 
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Oft have 1 seen, in pride of song, 
The naval pageant move along, 
Bearing the hunters of the deer, 
Propt upon their beechen spear. 
The chieftains of the valley< round, 
Eaeh with the green arbutua crowned*— 
The minstrel band — the mountain traiiv— 
The peasants of the peaceful plain. 
Encircling many an island glory, 
' The wond'rous theme of rustic story, 
Where wizard stream and woodland &y 
Oft turn .the winter night to day, 
AndLev'iy fimcied flow'ret's bell 
Is but, in truth, a.faiiy's cell !— 
Nor, .marvel thoti, such magic tale 
O'er rustic reason should prevail; 
For nature, in her wildest mood, 
So prank'd that watery solitude ^ 
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With every shape to charm the eje. 
And every sound to soothe the ear, * . . 
Philosophy^ might pause to hear 
The spirits of another sphere, 
Nor ever dream its duket sigh 
Belonged to this world's minstrelsy ! 
Grlorioiis Grlenal how can I e'er 
Forget the day to firiendship dear, 
When first I heard the horn awa)Lft 
Th' etherial echoes of thy lake, 
While fidry bower and wizard brake. 
From every viewless cavern'd rill, 
Peal'd such a sweet, rei^nsive strain, 
To the rude minstrel's trumpet thrill, . . 
That Hope herself would deem it vaip 
To wish such melody again ! 
Scarce^ had Ae angel dioms dted^ 
(For surely ;to 8«eh tongues 'tis given, 
To chaunt the choral hymns of heaven) 
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■I 

When the mute, rocky, aioiiiitain nde^ 
In rival minstrelsy replied^ 
' And every rdsset Woodlftnd cdl, 
And sylvan streanr, and silent dell, 
With sach enchanting music rung, 
It seemM as ev'ry leaf around 
Sprung into extasy of sound, 
And ev'ry flinty rock had found 
More than an AngeFs tongue ! 






Let sage philosophy explain 
The secret wonders of the strain, 

That charms the rustic ear ; 
Whether it be but fimcy's dream. 
Or the wild spirit of the stream. 

Or some melodious waadering splMrt, 
Or pining Edio's kivte sid^ sigli^ 
Or the swanks antlMn ere Isa Ae, 
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Or angel music in the sky, 
Jit is a wonderous song to hear ! 



Oft, midthe lovely, moonlight scene, 
When wood, and hill, and islet green, 

Sleep in that moonlight ray, 
The peasant pilots, as they steer. 
To wife, and hearth, and children dear. 

Amid the sparkling spray. 
Will linger on their homeward way, 
list'ning that lone, delightful, lay ! 
Their faith forbids j it e'er should be 
This earth could hold such harmony. 
And deems the tones that float along, 
With such melodious soul of song. 
Are the sweet striuiis that angels sing, 
Waving aloft tlie viewless wing, 
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As through the fields of light they rove 

In ceaseless extasy of love : — 

Or^ His th' etherial choral hjmn, 
The welcome of the brare, 

Or their aerial requiem, 
0*er love's untimely grave :— - 

Or, oft they say, it is the 0igh 

Of thy sad spirit^ Liberty, 
When some young victim breathes away his bloom, 
A primrose offering on thy wintry tomb ! 

But 'tis not meet, with curious eye. 

To scan the woodland witchery ; 

For very oft are pbinly seen 

The little gentry of the green, 

Wheeling their fantastic flight 

Around Glena's enchanted height, 

Or dancing o'er the silvery spray. 

To their own magic roundelay. 

Amid the ^^ pale moonlight : " 
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And he wamt be a Jorekss wigbt, 

Who does net iuMMir, ftdl irtH, 
The mysteries 4if such a sight 

He may not safdj tell.««^ 
The Gentky are a jealous race; 
And few, that have a touch of grace. 
For Sabbath suit, or tenants' treasuve, 
Would &in incur dieir high di^leasure. 
Where is. tbe.focd, would vpiihip ride 
Upon a thistle stalk aatride. 

For oyer Mid.ftc ever? 
Or pine, within the duageoa eeU^ . 
Of the cunning % flower's Ml, 

Where fri^ads ceuld find him sever'? 



Children of npttom*! «ac»ed he,- 
Thy simple, ssfe,4{redttlstyi: *' ^ 
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Nor let the Ipr^-kar ned sons of pridb 
Their rude simplicity deride ; 
For wisdom, io her wisest mood, 
Might sicrutinize that soUtude, 
And fancy, lA her happiest ikeam, 
Beside the Muses' haunted stream, 
Might sweep, with music-waking wing. 
The sweetest, wildest, saddMt stringy 
Woo'd by the amorous breath of spring, 
Nor hear the plaintive heaven of sound, 
Killarney's tongadess mountains hreathe^aFOUnd ! 



Dear native land, tiiouglh distant nvw, ^ 

The days, when o'<er thy ancnnUtin's teow^ 

With footstep light and spirit ^ay, 

I brush'd the morniiig dew nway^ 

Or paused to madk the oriiral grave : ^ 

Where sleep the ashes of the brave — 
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StiU ever dear shall be the scene, 
Though savage oceans roll between ; 
Still shalt thou be my midnight dream, 
Thy glory still my waking theme ; 
And ev'ry thought and wish of mine, - 
UnconquerM Erin, shall be thine ! 



Who but has felt, by fate impelled to roam, 
The holy spell that binds the heart to home ! 
Who but, at times, lias tum'd a tearful eye- 
To the dear, sainted spot of in&ncy ! 

There is a sweet enchantment in the sound, 

*^ 

That fills the soul, and sheds a balm around, 
Conjures to view, life's lovely, orient form, 
When even sorrow's cloud assumed a charm, 
And youth on memory's lip impress'd the kiss 
Of all its innocence, and all its bUss. 



Dear to the soul w eyery m^eor ray, 

That lights the knMbcmpe of tbaft Terndtday) 

And bright the vifiion now, wUeh, while it play'd, 

Top happj elwldh<oed«aw iavolv'd id dMide**- 

The playgipomd seene-^-tlw field of yoang renoini-— 

The desk, made awM liy Ae master's froim-** 

The truant tcbeme — the airy dreaoM of fife*-^ 

The Sunday grandeiur, aod the sthooiboy strife, 

RecaH lo memory^s keart Ae charmed horns, 

When, led %y Fancy thrsvg^ ker fiury bowers, 

Youth play 'd m sufibeams and reposed on ftawm ^ 

These, as tat other iaods tfte exile strays, 

Will oft recall the scene of happier days, 

And ift timr vision e^ery care forgfot, 

Bind his sad heart to the associate spot. 



A nobler people than our island race 
Old Ocean holds not in his rast emlnraeet 
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Unskilled in forms and onrefinM by art. 
Their virtues rush abruptly fiom the heait ; 
Virtues whick decorate their humble lot, 
And breath a blessing o'er the strawbnilt eot! 
Ill omen'd cot ! where wretchedness and want 
Hold their sad state and rear their wrinkled finont. 
Yet crown'd with joys, which loxnry in nun 
Seeks in the iKdlies of her pampered train. 
There notbrown labour smoothes the bed of straw. 
Health glads the board, and nature gives the law ; 
Light-hearted laughter hails the readj jest^ 
And honest welcomes cheer the stranger guest 



Oh ! surely here, l^ heaven's own hand designed. 

Here may be found the elemental ndnd : 

Tb' immortal spark, that shooting from the skies 

Into man's heart, or damns or deifies. 

See where, wi^ sighs, recumbent on the soil. 

Yon naked peasant steals an hour from toil. 



• 1 
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While the wild fary of the winter stormy 

Familiar grown, but steels his manly form s 

See on that brow, in characters divine, 

How nature^s noblest, grandest, features shine t 

See in that eye the pure Promethean flame, 

Celestial as the heaven whence it came : 

See, in the heavingabf that-artless breast. 

The swelling grandeur of its godlike guest r 

By nature formed upon her noblest plan, 

See that majestic model of a man ! 

Is it his fault, ye ^* lords of human kind,'" 

That brutish ignorance benumbs his mind ? 

Is it his ^ult, apostles of the grave. 

That superstition brands him for her slate i 

Is it his fault, ye pillars of the state. 

Ye, whom his toils make rich, his tributes great, 

« 

Thaty while ;untatof'd reason drd^is the rein, 
Dupe of the vil% the vicious^ and the vain^ 

D 2 
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Wielded at will, by pre|ttdtee or spleen. 

He moves submifisive on— ^ mere Biadiine? 

Oh ! blasted ever be tke berbaroiis code 

That wriogf bim firott his reaaen and'hia God, 

And from the livkig^ eitar tears a brand 

To shame religion >a(iid' oename the bud ! 

Nature's own cbiktreB ! wba that e'er has men 

Thy Sabbathrgroupiiigis ^a^er the festive gree% 

Where innocence ai!raiige4 ber village courts 

And sires and matrons wnglefl in die spert ; 

Who that has seen tbee.in ihe bottlt-daj^ .• ' 

When war's hoarse clat ioA Tewsed hJs dine iamj^ ; i 'C^ 

Pouring thy mountain-'|«anrent,» swift ttMJ: 'Strong,. ' " • 

Where death ceteer'di^nd ruin rtUfdaleDgt, . i^ 

But wept in heart, to tbtabibM wwrHf r baai 

Triump)t'4 1^* 4llV eiloepit ito fioimi^ t . . . . - . \: 

Ah ! vain to^bee^ pQefJkmd) tiieivdfidliune'' -r f)ii 

Thy splendid ^eiloleaipeiiPianNiailtfaayr'iia^^ ^'> t 
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Vain the triumplial arch^ Ae trophied car, 

The wreaths of peace a»d ^rtniBMi wrecks of war. ! 

No, not for thee thejr thander o'er the matn, 

Tame the wild wave, or rule the battle plani*; 

No, not for thee they weare the magic soBg, 

Or lead the arts in willfDg chains alen^ : 

Their holy toils enrich some distant land, 

And foreign weleones bless the battisk'd band t 



Sweet land I sMuni thy shores ef purest green 
The lingering Sjf#cns hail their island qveen, 
While the rude spirit of Ae wintry air 
Smiles o'er tbs wave, to woo thy tnuige tiiere. 
How oft, when glorious morning'^ posy^beanit' 
Gemm'd with ks Imfiiiyir kiss thy mmuntainr sireaftt,. 
Have I beheld thee, from the llveeay heigit, 
Unveil such beauties to the blessid light, 
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Tliat while the Tiewlefs serapk €i the skj 
Woke their wild matin to the Deitjr, 
Fancy might worship a celestial voice, 
And kneel before the pictured paradise ! 
Who^ that has seen thj grand romantic hilla 
Boiling through vales of gold their virgin rills^ 
Tbj varied charms, thy ever verdant fields, 
Where Ceres, half onsougfat, her harvest yields ; 
Where the safe shepherd ev'ry foe defies, 
And the coiFd viper droops his crest and dies ? 
Who, that has heard the music of thy brakes, 
Or seen tbjr little inland ocean-lakes, 
VHiere countless diamond-islets sweetly shine, 
Sat in the crystal wave by hands divine. 
But would desire to share his joys with thee, 
Or lose his woe in thy society i 



And are there some, alas! for whom, in vain. 
Nature thus spreads the riches of her reign ? 



• . 
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Some^ who behold this native paradise, 
But as a vile purveyor to their vice, 
Destin'd to feed the ever-craving hand 
In its profusion to a foreign land i 



Who can retrieve a country's ruin'd state. 

If her own children leare her. to her fkte ? 

If, while her drooj^ng sons require support, 

Tlmr proper patrons seek a foreign court ? 

Neglected land ! how often have I seen 

The human cargo leave thy hills of green. 

While many a group, assembled on the shore. 

Wept o'er the friends they could behold no more, ^ '* 

Ere the proud bark, with streamers sadly gay, *- 

Bore them for ever o'er the watery way ! 

Ah t tear-swoU'n billows raised her to the sky. 

And her sails shivered in the human sigh ! 

D 4 
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How oft has tongu^less pUy nKNurnecl in vmb^ 

The heart-sent sorrows ef the villtg^e traia ! 

As, their poor cottage daeiiig ^f^oai ibeir tiew^ 

They bade, with broken sig^s, tbeir lasi a«lieii^ 

Forced from that long endear'd, that early home^ 

Without a roof,, m stranger-diBies to noaai ! 

And yet, though hard the £»te that bade tiHeiD MJve 

Far from the countrj aad the friends ihey Wv^, 

Scarce they repined; their wiAer'd hearto were 4ea4^ 

Save to the misery from wliich tl^y fled 1 

Oft had they joined, perhaps, the ha^^gard tfcroBg^ 

Bearing the now nc^;lec4e4 fleece alonf. 

In the sad emblems o£ a pQuraiag diesft'd, 

Which their own imiatiag 6»ms t#p well expocfisadl , 

Oh ! 'twas a scene tojoake jrowig SoUy ^igk^ 

To wake the tear in stem aiabitioa's eye, 

Touch the hard heai4; <if avarice 4o the core, 

And melt the soul that nevir felt before ! 
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In eyery hideous form was famine there, 

While want, and wretcfaednea^ and wan despair^ 

A feeble, glimraering:, aiiinnfeioB shed 

e 

Through the pale waaled^nie, whic h rioe was ^ba4! 



fiut who ean paint tiieir ^e, domeatic weut^ 
IVhere with affrighted ey& and haggard mien^ 
The pareilts mingle tte heart^eKifig ery 
O'er the cold bier wkeoe tiMsir ymuig darlkigB lia ? 
To manjr a wintry hour iSnk fiided boy 
lient the gay pkine and ^aUen wing of j€y, 
And many a oig^t^ wMi bittor woea vppreat, 
That little »iB«d IB hope'^ ridi colours drest. 
Tfao' small the shed, their infants' rosy smile 
fjrave it the splendoum-of a pakce pile ; 
Though scant its board, their infants' Imrmiess Jest 
Enriched the fare and turaed it to^a feast. 
Visions of future bibs their csares beguiled^ 
And fiincy's cherub pointed to their child. 
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Unhappy pair ! if industry could save 
Thy famish'd offspring from an early grave. 
They still had lived thy labours to assuage, 
Console thy sorrows, and support thy age ; 
But heartless grandeur spumed thy native toil, 
To cheer th' extortions of a foreign soil ! 



Oh ! a time there was, when Erin^s own 
Left her not thus deserted and lone : 
When Erin's prayer 
' Was her own monarch's care. 
And through her whole isle, reflected, shone 
The light and the love that encircled her throne ! 



Oh ! had I but the envied power 
To sing the brighter, earlier hour! 
Then would I sing the happy day 
Which saw thee reign with regal sway : 



TQB EMEBALD ISLE. 59 

Then would I sing thine age of gold) 
Thy virgins bright, and heroea Ibold ; 
And ev'ry trump should sound their fame. 
And ev'ry tongue should bless their name. 
And ev'ry flower should droop its head, 
And on their tomb its odour shed : 
But to no human tongue 'tis given 
To use the privilege of heaven. 
Celestial beings chaunt their dirge^ 
The syrens sing in it on the surge, 
It makes the winds of heaven to sigh, 
So sweet and sad its melody. 



When evening comes, on pinion grey. 
To weep for the departed day. 
The spirits of an higher sphere 
Are sent by the Immortal here ; 
They come, a seraph choir, to mourn 
Upon the hero's laurelled urn : 



A 
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And SO unearthly is their flODg^y 

The peasant, as be gocB aieagv 

Invents a thousand manrek dire 

To tell around his niflCie fire. 

He tells of many an elfin hj 

He saw amid the moonbeans play ; 

Or, shooting through ilie nidvig^t gloom, 

To guard the slumbers of Oie tomb ! 

But yet not sprung* jGtom terror pale 

is that poor peasant's simple tde ; 

For, if, you rise 'ere early BMira, 

Or echo hears the hunter's hor% 

The sylvan landscape will appear 

Glistening with many a dewy tear : 

The tears which angel eyes have shed 

In sorrow for the sacred dead. 

But to see the hallowed sight. 

You must steal asa hour from night; 



For so divine tiie tears that grace . 

The hero's sacred resting plaee^ 

That when ike sun wHh yision bri|g^ 

Beholds them ^tering in the li^t. 

He sends, bjr heaven's own desire, 

A ray of his celestial fire 

To kiss the heathbdl's weepbg ci^ 

And drink the pearly odour qp» 

Yet, Goldsmith, Orphens of the wiUy 

Nature's own darfing villager-child, ! ! 

Could bntia patriot prayet of mine 

Draw' thy sweet spirit fiiaai its shrine. 

Then might I wake the mownfol tone 

A«d 'angels think it was dicdr awn. 
Enchanting Qohfemithi who^ tha< e'er Iw seen 
The SaUHrth-wonderi of thy Ullage greov^ff' : : ,. .1. 
Who, that has teard4estn«1hatBi^«r«ai|tig|''-> 
While the glad heart gave edbe to tb^ 



«* 
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But wept, in woe of heart, to think that he, 

The sweetest, simplest child of minstrelsy. 

In utter want through stranger realms should roam^ 

Without a patron 9nd without an home ! 

Sweet bard! long, long, around thy sacred um^ 

Nature^s own family will meet to mourn : 

There will the village preacher breathe his prayer^ 

The lovesick maid will sigh her secret there. 

And many a time, amid its artless woe. 

Their hearts will bless the bard that sleepis below. 

Farewell poor bard ! peace to thy injured shade—* 

Another land thy country's ddit has paid ! 

And virtue's pencil has inscribed thy name. 

Where kings, and saints, and heroes, share thy fiimeii 

Yet, is't not sad to think that ev'ry slave^^ 

May walk through life, in splendour, to his grave f 

That he, upon whose brazen forehead, time 

Has ^rased stupidity and written crime^ 
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May roU his wealth before the public eye, 
While modest genius glides unheeded by ? 
Genius, w^iich, like the lily, pure and pale, 
Slossom'd in tears, adorns the humble vale, 
Wliile he, who Ixreathes the odour of its bloom, . 
Sees it, unheeded, withering to the tomb ! 



Then, Burkb, should thy immortal form 

Arise, majestic, 'mid the storm ; 

As when fair justice saw thee stand 

With client nations at thy hand, 

Whil,e wealth, and rank, and beauty hung 

Upon the magic of thy tongue ! 

Ob, 'twas a noble sight to see 

How talent shadowed pedigree ; 

And thou, poor orphan of the sod, 

Prov'd thy nobility from Grod ! 



M TME B1«KAI.D ISLE. 

And l&ERKKisTy in Ibon, Tisioii fidr^ 

With aU the spirilB of ttennv 

Shonld'st eone^ to see, bgrond <ligpote, 

Thy deatUon page thyseir refiitc; 

And in it n«ai that thon coold'st ww 

Matter — and it inmortal too. ^ 

And wit, and comedy, and love, 

Should cone witfk Co^9nT« from albo^e; 

And Swift, the wonder of Hbe age, 

Statesman, yet patriot ; prieat, yet sage t 

Who sought the mob, adroir'd thecrown^ 

And shamed the crunch, yet graced the gownw 

Impassioned, without lofe or fear. 

Witty, yet solemn and severe ; 

So much at war his word and deed, 

Antithesis was stfll his creed : 

And sure the life must love inspire. 

Where all find something to admire. 
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Fond of the nation he disownM, 
Still on her hour of hope he frowned; 
But when her hour of struggle came, 
And Ireland half embraced her shame, 
Then was his hour — the champion rose, 
Terror alike of friends and foes ; 
Unarm'd, save in the mighty zeal 
His country forced his heart to feel ; 
In shame and pride and sorrow strong, 
The scornful patriot rush'd along, 
Like lightning on the slumberer's eyes. 
Flashing his glorious enei^ies* 
Nor did the noble ardour die 
Till Ireland could her foes defy | 
And its last fierce, indignant ray. 
Vanished amid the blaze of day : . 
Then, then his native soul returned, 
And e^en the soil he sav'd, he spurn'd ! 



> • 
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To friendship and to feeling dear, 
Immortal Stesne should next appear, 

With Cupid gaily running after ; 
£ncircled in a nfityrtle crown, 
And covered with a cleric gown, 

The jest of joUitj and laughter. 



Thou, magic Spenseb, shonld^st be seen. 
Ranging the fairies on the green^ 
To tell them how, one winter night, 
When moon and stars refused their lig^t. 
And not a sprite could vigil keep, 
You stole upon their sovereign's sleep, 
And took a wand of wdnder dread, 
' Which gave a charm to lill you saidY 
Nor should'st thou, FAftQUfiAB, absent be. 
Child of wit and soul of §^ee ! 
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Swan of tbe stage ! whose dyiqg moan 
Such dulcet iuim)>er8 jHHirod f IpQg) 

That Peatji grew captiye at th^ tone^ 
And stayed his .49irt to ^c^E^r ,i^ soog ! 



Source of refiQ'4 andl .mti^i^. ^igl^i 
Through joy, to virtue^ see Jtb^ stAge incite. 
Amusing moralist I yfb^^^l^d^ ^t. 
Seriously gay, ame^ ^apd i^Qpt^ »^e .he^^;, 
With willing bPIP^g^ l^t t)^j qty^ipe Iibpw? 
To pay the humU?^ jb*t ^ gTf^B^ Wflr. 



JLong had the rival muses urged their claim 
*Fo the green gfurliip4 of ^ppe^c fime 7 
Sigh and superl), nppn hwi^o^eofSo^^ 
The tragic sifter nr^ Jb^r ]i^ng ^jpre ; 
While, at the call of their cog^f|iji]pyd(f g queen, 
TTh' embodied passions rNPh'd ifptolfte scene, 

E 2 
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Fear, anger, frenzy, strain their aching ejes, 
As Mogsop rages and Fitzhenrt dies, 
What heart but bleeds while Cato smiles in tears, 
And sire and patriot in Quin appears : 
Who, with a soul, can nature's pang endure. 
While Barrt trembles in the tortured Moor ; 
And see, for ages shaded jfrom our view, 
Macklin give life to the revengeful Jew ? 
Fired at the sight, Melpomene arose, 
Smiled on the scene and half forgot her woes ; 
Sure of success she viewed the victor train, 
And hailed the glories of her rising reign. 



Clive and Comedy came together, 
Waving wild their wand of feather 
Round and round the antic throng, 
Led along 
By their airy song. 



. a 
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Lewis, linked with ease and laughter, 

Beck'ning humour lingering after, 

Half willing, half afraid to fly, 

And lose the light of Jordan^s eye ; 

Jordan still, with airy glee. 

Wheeling round Euphrosyne, 

Robbing now her rosy wreath, 

Catching now her balmy breath ; 

Little loves and graces bound her, 

Sylphs on airy wing surround her : 
Her printless footsteps fresh luxuriance fling, 
^nd flowers and perfumes breathe eternal spring ! 
Lulled by the magic of her honied strain. 
The rival Muses own'd th' alternate reign. 
With mutual feeling each their feuds forsook, 
Combined their efibrts and created CooKEb 
Lord of the soul ! magician of the heart ! 
Pure child of nature ! fbsterchild of art ! 

E 3 
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How all the passidns in saccession rite, 
Heave in thy soul and lighten iii thine eyes ! 
Beguiled by thee, old Time, with aspect blytlkr^ 
Leans on his sceptre ittkd forgets his sCythe ; 
Space yields its distadce, ancient glories live, 
Ages elapse, remotest scenes revive— * 
For thee creation half inverts her teign, 
And captive reason Wisto ti Irilling chain. 



But see within her garden boweir 

« 
The lovely Juliet peilsive lean ; 

Herself, the fairest, sweetest, flower. 

That ever graced the isle of green ! 

Oh ! she is lovely to behold. 

With eye of blwe tod braid of gold ! 
Her bosom is puf*e as the Vii^in-snoWS \ 
Her blush and ber biPealfa-^thej have rifl^ thtft toSfe i 
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Her voice has the thrill of the nightingale's sigh ! 

Young X40ve holds bii palace of light in her eye ! 

And her mien has the cygnet's majesty ! 
No, never yet, did beauty mould 
A temple more ^mn^\y fair ; 
N09 never yet did tempts fold 
Soch virtues as are cherished tbefe. 
Sweet girl ! a nation's loi^d acclaipt) 
Echoes the worship of thy name : ' 
Birth before thee bends the knee, 
The gay unbind their wreaths for thee, 
And genius yields thee up his throne, 
Lest beauty call thee all her own* 
But nobler wreaths shall grace thy brow 

Than all the world could weave for thee ; 
VfTreaths, to outlive the fleeting vow 
Of fiipbion's fiwl idoktry ! 

E 4: 
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When all the hearts that beat before thee, 
When all the tongues that now adore thee, 
Shall fade, and no more traces leave 
Than the wild flower their love would weave. 
The evening of a parentis dat/s^ 
Cheered bv aflPection's loveliest rays, 
Shall beam a blessed wreath of light, 
<Wove in heav'n's own garden bright) 

So pure round thee— ^ 
Its foliage will for ever shine. 
From envy's eye, with light divine^ 
Shading thy spotless memory* 



But, hark to that strain of delight in the sky, 
Winging the breeze with its melody ! 
With what magic it floats on the incense of even ! 
How sweetly it softens the chorus of heaven ! 
Hark ! — is it a strain from some spirit of fire ; 
Or the sweet swelling echo of Albany's lyre ! 
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Perhaps 'tis the welcome of bliss to the brave. 
Or an anthem of love from the maid of the wave ; 
Or, it may be the song of a sinner forgiven I 
Alas ! 'tis not long since that heavenly strain 
Awoke all its echoes, but woke them in vain ; 
Like the harp of the winter we hung it in air, 
And smil'd on the shivering song of despair ! 
Oh heaven ! was it meet, on a pitiless shore, 
^' No parent to cherish or friend to deplore," 
^Ere the peach-down of infancy faded its bloom, 
Sweet Poesy^s child should descend to the tomb, 

Unprotected and poor ? 
^as there none in the circle of fashion's career i 
!}<To singular spendthrift in folly's gay sphere ? 
INo penitent Crcesus from India's domain ? 
JNo mitre embarrassed with sinecure gain ? 
No patriot pensioned—- no Walpole in place, 
Who prompted, perhaps, to astonish his race. 
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Would, from vanity outwards, or couscience within. 
Save the orphan of genius from sorrow and sin ? 
But tho* cheer'd by no solace and sunn'd by no ray. 
This world's dreary winter has withered away, 

With many a sigh- 
There are some, to thy evergreen grave, who will bri 
The fragrance of summer and flowrets of spring, 
And weeping thy late, but sad requiem sing. 

Poor Dermody ! 
Crown'd by a bright sunbeam and shrouded in storm, 

With a sigh for the present and smile on the past, 
Th^ meteors of heaven unveiling his form. 

The spirit of Ossian should ride on the blast. 
Oh ! when he awoke his wild harp of the momlaiA, 

Or shed the sweet light of his slumbering song, 
How the moss-covered rock, with its crystalline finintai 

Would pour forth the bodiless, magical throng, 

To catch but one cadence and boast it along! 



TBI BKBRAX#0 ItLC. 76 



>W^»#>^<^»» ^ »»i^»#^»»^<»#i»^'#^#>»»»#><>J><(M^»##» » <i<»»i^><^»»»^»#^»»^i^»#»»*»»^*>»^^>»#i<^#*»»*>#^ 



How the holy sound 

Would call around 
The vision of former years ! 

The virgins bright, 

In their mantles of light, 
Would forget the virgin's fears j 

And the fire^ed^'d cloud 

Shew its warrior crowd 
Careering their airy spears. 

Full many a day 

Has roU'd away, 
Since they heard that toneftil tongue, 

And many a sword 

Has lost its lord, 
Silica simple Otsi AN sung. 

The pride of his string 
Were a rural race. 

Their solace, the spring. 
Their subsistence^ the dbace ; 



1l»» 
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tores* 



From their frugal rep«Bt, 
Content Bbouldfetebring 
A, rude Cairn at Ust I 

A vet soothing sight, 
Sure, 'tis a sad, :5«' 

,o^ewthedesert-^> ^^^^^^^ 

Each shooting, Vil^«»«** 

. Anar o'er the green. 
His-splendonr o « 



Upon 



„« tbe lone remains, 
Of da?s long gone tn ^^^^ 

S..a, h, their rudeness, r^. - 
^,^redandruthless,s.eptthP 

Of this iU-feted rA^ 



uns 
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He little thinks the mossy stones 

Beneath his feet, 
Afford some hero's hallow'd bones 

Their cold retreat ; 
Once saw the pomp of mourning pride. 

And heard the virgin's sigh 
Swelling the sweet and solemn.tide 

Of ancient minstrelsy ! 
Perhap's, e'en there, on Fikgal's arm ^ 

A thousand heroes hung, 
While Ossi AH, music qf the storm. 

The battle anthem sung ; % 
0^ there (Emania's palace rose 

In more than regal pride, 
Oll AM inhaled a nation's woes, 
Conn's fiery sceptre crusfa'd her fi>e8, : 
Or noble Oscar died. 
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Alas ! for thee, Erin, gone i>jr is thy famey 
Forgotten thy glories and blasted &y dmm ; 
And thou stand'st like.a tree, by the li|^rtiiuig'« Amw^ 

Of vigour and verdure and promise bereft ; 
And^ as if to eokanoei - while they solace ikf ahtiM^ 

The tombs of thy fathers are all ^hou haat Idt 
Yet the spot where their JMhes now aleafpia tHri^iiilf 

May one day relume fiided liberty's Are, 
The vow of the brave be triumphantiy ipudy 
And his sword, a bright homage, with eeveeenot laid 

At the shrine of its unpalse^^rthe tomb^of (Us sinsf 



Though 'fwere treason 4o speak it, yet stitLiniOiii^ hiooi 

The flame of our fathers shall glow. 
At once, the bright hc^ of aibetler abode. 

And the ray of Ais jnisohibelow* 
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As weary and sad, by the winter wind driven, 

The tempest-tost mariner sees 'from a&r, 
Smiling its peace on the torbtilent heaven, 

The mild-beaming light of somei^tmiBering fitar : 
Thus, Erin, thoagh tempest thy tarittmpli ensbrondSy 
And night rolls around tbee her car of (he douds, 
No darlsness shall dim thee, noitempest aflMght, ^ 

While thou see'st in -the Iteavens 'thy fafliers'* sweet light. 
IHid the gloom of the storm that dear li^t shall arise^ 
The light of the brave, of the good, and the "wise, 

Throtigh tempests stfll lucid, through centuries yomg^ 
And thou, native OssiAir, long gladden our eyes, 
Though Scotia, unfilial, t!he solace denies. 

Sweet bard of tradition I bright beacon of song ! 



Nor should' st thou, ymtthfbl shade, tnnung remaiBy 
Thou gfa^kings denouncM and bigots cursM die strain ; 
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Thoa, whose rich bud just breathed upon the land. 
Blushed on our crimes and bowed beneath their hand. 
Ah why, thou pure, soul-breathing flowret of May, ■ 

Did you spring in our climate of storm ! 
Som^e holier land and some happier day, 
Would have open'd its bosom, and brlghten'd its ray. 
To chase every pestilent phantom away, 

That frighted thy lily form ! 
And in time thou wouldst pour, sweetest blossomed springy 
Such balm-breathing gratitude there, 
That the wild bird would come by thy beauties to aing^ 
And^hed, as he passed, from his odorous wing, 

All Araby's iabled air ! 



Though cold in the desert thy relicks repose, 

'Mid the shriek of the winter blast, 
Like flame, in our heart's blood thy martyrdom glows^ 

And will while memory last. 



* 

And yHL die tf ild lie«th-4beU, Akat sig^ m tbe wind - 

As it 8hadio«rs the {liotriot's grurTe, 
Is dearer by far to the sensitive mind^ 

Than the ttMrrbJe 'Msbriiiiiig a slave. ' 



' J 



i '. . 



. . ; r- 



it was meet, youilirfitl shade^ for a baFbardus>9lgCf^ 
Tosquanderi wttbbl^y ^snd bigotted ragey ^ • ^ 

The glories of geilitf^l^triwf i>' • ^ -v i'-''^ "^ ' 
But, like mist on the m^niteitiv the cloud dhatt l^^dip^en, 
IVhen the orbit eclipsM wiU^ career thf^ugfh&u4l'ti^t>eil 

The light of a purer !diieiyi! ; : . . 



= . : ■ I . i J : : • ■ .;/•;,■., 



JLo ! by the sod where classic BarAit ideepa, 
Crenius, low bending^ droops the wing and we^ } 
^o shadows float-— no sotflfdb awakM there, 
Save the sweet sigh of 4li6^ sunrciundilig air^ 
^r purer accent of soine aligel'0 prayer t 
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• < 



Soft as the muriniy^iDg winds ^t shake , 
The dew-drop from the woo4l>ine ^^f^^ 

Soft as the airs that stir the lake^ 
At the rich solemn close of day. 
Is Carol an's bewit<}hipg lay*. 

^ . ; • • •,.:'■- '; . f 

But cease^ my souly theie^Eort y^if^ 

Nor venture such ^ sacred a^ffW* ..n^'j 

Yet oh ! my country, cpuld, {. ^ew 

One gleam of comfovt m.tlisv Wj9% 

The holy solace 8)|M>uldhe>]hiAr49 .,. .. .f. >' : : Y 

• • • 

Though fete itself s^^ W^i^W^r^ i . . >T 

• 1 ■ . ' • . » 

Dear country ! if my ppunsel ligh;^ 

A shepherd's whic^e in the nighty: 

Might claim a rever^ce from theq^ 

Though but for its siqccurityr- 

I'd tell thy injur'd^ honpur'd land, . f * 

In patient dignity to stand j 



• • I f • • • .- » 1 



• 1 

* ■ 
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But oh ! from thee, and thine, be iar 
The rashness of a rebel ?rar ! 
How often, in my school-boy day, 
Have I renounc'd the school-^boy's play, 
To wander lonely o^er thy green, 
And view again some favourite scene ; 
Or up thy emerald hrlls to itMim^' 
And watch the curlings ^tnokeof home ; 
Or think upon the mother dear 
Who then on me wns thinking there ; 
Or ask the peasant, - as he toilfed, 
And, happy at my fiincy, smiled, 
If he thought the ocean \mAA^ t ■ ■ ■ 
Which awfully beneath us rolled. 
Ever saw sUch iflrmts and flowers, 
Such mountains^ ields, and moBsy bowers^ 
Or such a lovely land as ours } 

p3 
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Oh then it joy 'd my heart to see 
The patriot son of industry 
Hold out to me his rugged hand^ 
And swear not such another land 
Our Sovereign had at his command ; 
Or give me half his scanty store 
And sorrow that he had no more. 
Then would he, in his simple way. 
Along the neighbouring valley stray, 
To tell me all that surge had seen. 
And all the glories of that green, 

In Erin's elder day. . 
Alas ! where once the palace rose, 

And spread its galef) the festal bowler. 
There now the desert hawthorn blows, 

Or, browsing on the WQOidbine 4o^^, 
The red-deer fearless^trayl : *» ' . i< 



^ ■ ■ ' 
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* 

That spot where^ as the sun-set threw 
On wood and lake its purpling hue^ 
The harp and horn both sounded high 
The call of graceful revelry. 
Now nought is heard but^ shrill and harsh^ 
The Uttem booming in the marshy 
Or the lone shepherd's shout of fear. 
To fright the savage prowling near. 
Now all is featureless and looe, 

Save where^ upon the heathy ground^ 
Lie the huge heaps of printless stone^ 

By time and tempest scattered round : 
Bleaching in the mountain blast, 

And mouldering in the mountain rain, 
The symbol of the ages past, 

The ruins frown in proud disdain, 
Casting their chill and mournful shade 
Upon the spot, where low are laid 

9 4 
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Their mighty diiefii and warrior men, 

Their murder'd firiends and heroes slain^ 

And all the trophies of their glorious reign I > : 



" • ■ . r 



Blest love of country ! o'er the eiile's way . /" • / 

Thou shedd'st thy sweet and solitary raj, 

Cheering the rude inhospitaUewiU, -.r 

Where never firagranee breathed ncnr-flowret soiUjedl '- ' 

The wounded soldier mid the .battle-MaM, ' 

The wave nur9'd sea-boy en the bending mast^- . .* > ^ 

The child of per^, and^the slave of toil '»ivV 

Wringing his pittance from a stranger's soil,' "'■ / - - 

Smiles on thy cherub-vision in the sky, 

And hugs his chains, to taste it ere he die ! . 



Alike, all ages own the patriot zeal s . < ?: ^ 



■ n> 



The sons of ev'ry soil its instinct feel 

Cradled on rocks, or cavern'd nr Utte saad^^ | " * ( ( - < 

The soul exulting owns it» native land. 



,> : 



I* ^ 
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And poor amid the riches of the earthy 

Pines for the barrenness that gwedt birth ! 

Throughout the globe there breathes one holj ritce . > 

In whom the holy feeling findsf no place; 

Or should the flame, by all the world confest. 

Glow in a solitary Zealot's breast, 

Oh ! woe to him, detraction's blasted heir, 

Poor outcast child of sorrow and despair ! 

Shew me the )Mrodjgjr^wh6'dare&io feel. 
And feeling, dares confissr tfai-^triot zeai, 
One who, alike despising court or crowd. 
For bribe too honeal, aild for mobs tdo proiid. 
One who, nor worshipping the jrabble cry, : 
Nor merging freedom in monopoly, . ... 
Dare between throne >and people boldly stand, 

Expose the jfoctioas that despoil the land, 

• 'I 
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And feeliDg all her injuries his own^ 

Act for the conntiy^ and for her alone! 

Heavens ! who shall save him from his doable &te> 

The court's suspicion and the people's hate ? 

Vainly he pleads the holy vestalrflame. 

The spotless motive, the unsullied iame ; 

Vainly he points to the polluted page> 

Where his loved native land^ through many an age, 

With her heart's blood th' aliemate serpent warms, 

Folded to death within her children's armsl 

He sinks unpitied to an early grave, 

By prince deem'd traitor, and by people slave ! 

Mother of Erin ! where thy in&nt boy 

Wakes the first impulse of maternal joy, 

MThile bending o'er, with anxious eye, to trace 

A fiither's features in its smiling fiice, 

Tou pour to heaven the pure unconscious prayer, 

That joy may play for ever pictured there ; 
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Ldd to that prayer, that Erin's woe or weal 
If aj never blast him with its withering seal ! 



Ind yet there was, tradition tells, a ^time, 
iVhen to adore our country was no crime — 
^en our own heroes nobly held the helm, 
Ind Irish talent sway 'd the Irish realm, 
^or roamed abroad, Cain's curse upon its brow. 
To pledge to fordgn thrones the exiled vow ; 
(leaving the glorious wreath its fiithars bore 
Round the rude genius of some nameless shore ! 
&h ! where are now the relicks of that day ? 
Fled like the phantom of a dream away ! 
IIHiere are our temples, where our regal throne ? 
E'en as that airy vision, lost and gone ! 
[s there no orphan column in the wild. 
To mark where once its parent palace smiled i 
Has there no shrub of all the r^gal bower 
Survived the ruin of the tempest hour ^ 
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Hare gem, and throne, and tower, and titled bott^ 

All, with their owneri, mooldered into dart? 

All, all are gone, e'en as the Tiewless wind. 

Leaving its mined tracery behind I 

All, all are gone, fled like die aoore light. 

That shoots its splendours o'er a northern night. 

As radiant and as rapid in dieir flight ! 

Gone e'en the harp our early minstrels strung, 

To strains the Te'ian poet might have sung, .• 

While, cheer'd by liberty's eelestial -smiley 

Such dulcet melodies awoke the isle, 

That the tired, homeward mariner would stay. 

To hear the syren of the western sea I 



' • t, 



Oh ! pilgrim «f;thisfdowl[iward agdl 
Smile not, a sceptic, on my'page. 
Althdugh the sainted minstJiePsbrair 
WithersintiveBtUesswinteii^iiOfr^ ^ ' ^ 

■; C . ' ' • 'Mi/ ; ,j i ■ it. 



Believe lit, th^re was once a time} >! 

Whengemuswaaiiotdeem'dacijm^ ;>. ;u Ji 

And fo^l oppression davO not brand >'. / 

. Tike loYars of tbeir natiTe land. 
Though vUh the glories of thst ancwait jdM^y. .:/ j. 
Thy meed} aweettninsU?elsy, lias pasBedsiliraj^ : 
Though gonetjie genmtiie nolile of the. aoil^ j . . : . / 
Though cold the hearts that dieer'd the tuHtfiiLioil};: f 
(Hearts that difiidaiiied^ with baeotattd liaDe^dBCeik^ ;j.;i\/ 
O'er tile lone grave ^ ^M.toi ^comitarfi9it}.v . 
And a poor, fii«^nm0a8baffisi!^bk)B& ' w; ...yt 

When, evij^itiiinsGrp^A^moo'iieniymi^i' ' . '.> !^. ' 
Still then, arrayed iifoUnd Mff MtHse throne} 
Toned like the spk^reS}. :onr itttiKe^geaiutiBhoBe^ 
Then every reign beamed honow^iittiiebai^ J > 
And ev'ry honour bnMight its Etch reward. .. : / 
Conscious of virtue^ monareha loved the name: 
That gave their lis68;jte.everibiiting fine; . 
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Amd round the gmlaxj, idieie nmsic beamed 

Iti tool edierad^ er'iy ^lendour streamed. 

War's fiery meteors, pnsiiig in Aeir path, 

Sfluled on the strain and blush'd away their wmA* 

Love, bliss, and beauty, Uessed the heav'nly Arong, 

And passion fled befiire the ^ li^t ci song." 

Without the bard, the monarch lost the gem 

That gave a lustre to his diadem ; 

Without the bard, no more religion heard 

An accent worthy of her s8«Sred word ; 

Peace gave her sweetest eJcfao to his tongue, 

And o'er his harp the helm of conquest hung ! f 

And is that day of gliMry o'er ? 

And will its light return no more? 

Or must the eye that sees it bright. 
Visit the sad and silent tomb, 

Where dire tradition's 'twinkling light 
But feebly decbiBte»4he gloomy . 



v 
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And memory's lamp-*like splendour shed 
A radiant mockery o'er the dead ? 
Yet it is good for man to turn 

E'en to that sad sepulchral scene ; 
Haply some spark from virtue'a urn 
May wake ambition's soul to burn, 

And be again what once has been. 



Another age might rajse the mouldering fiuM, 

Succeding minstrels might reyive <lke strain* 

The fallen temple aqd the prostrate tower. 

The ruined column and the leafless bower, > 

Might rise beneath some future patriot's hand. 

And, proud in native beautyy bless the land. 

But where, alas t shall weeping EiiiN find 

The power tatenovate her fiuled mind ? . iDtdt h ^ i 

That mind of fire, the meteor ofthe field, • ^>i v. > ^ \ 

Spirit sublime ! alone untaught to yield. 



i\' 
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That mind of Icrre^ lord of the smile and sigh. 
Alone untaught the science to deny. 
That mind so fraught with ev'ry varied charm^ 
So brave yet meek, so wise and yet so warm^ 
That, like the tints celestial sjHriis weave 
Through the sweet aenre of an antumaeve^ 
Its contrast blushed die loveUar on the eye, 
Blended by heaven's own hand to harmony ? 
Where is i| Mnrjrifi-eniwitii'tkat vaaied sky, - « - 
As beauteous. bdrD^ 4das>!/kft soon, to >dss. 

Futile the courage, chivalrous and vaiik 
The might, that smote, and swept away Ae Dane t 
For foreign eyes blooms bright ambition's mom, 
To foreign hands prefimnent holds, her bom ; . . 
Round foreign brows is gl<»y 's garland bound. 
In foreign ears does honour's clarion sound : 
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Alone the sons of Erin meedless stand^ 
The only aliens in their native land ! 
Was it for this the ancient falchion gleamed ? 
Was it for this the battle-meteor beamed ? 
Was it for this the red-branch hero's eye 
Flamed on the minstrel's patriot prophecy, 
And saw his life-blood gushing with a smile, 
To think his child should hold the rescued isle ? 
Unhappy isle ! by various woes oppressed, 
Of knaves the plunder, and of fools the jest ; 
With too much honour falsehood to suspect, 
With too much candour cunning to detect. 
With too much warmth the dupe of ev'ry wile, 
With too much &ith the victim of a smile ; 
Doomed by thy very virtues to decay. 
And through excess of blessings formed a prey ! 
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Shades of our Sires ! in pity turn aside, 

Nor view the fidlen objects of your pride ; 

View not the phantoms that defile your name, 

The living libels on your ancient fame, 

The vampjrre-sprites that issue firom yomr gmwesj 

And shade in virtue's form the soul of slaves 1 



Gone are the days when the western gale 
Awoke every voice of the lake and the vale, 
' With the harp, and the lute, and the lyre ; 
When Justice nplifted her adamant shield, 
And valour and freedom illumin'd the #eld 

With a sword and a plumage of fire ! 
Gone are the days when our ^warriors brav6 
Bounded the surge of the ocetf n wave ; 
When the chief of the hills held his banner of green. 
And the shamrock and harp on that banner were seen. 
As the pastoral hero assembled his band. 
To lead them to war at his monarch's command--^ 
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Yes, his own native monarch, unfetterM and free 
As the wild bird that perched on his mountain tree. 
Ah ! where are that monarch and mountain tree now ? 
And where is the wild bird that perched on its bough ? 
The wild bird's feather now wings the dart 
That drinks the red blood of the hero's heart ; 
The monarch has falFn, and the mountain tree 
Bears Erin's hope o'er the distant sea t 
But Erin ! you never had mourn'd the sight, 
Had you brandish'd your spear in your own good fight : 
Had you boldly stood on your mountain crag 
And wav'd o'er the valley your sea-green flag, 
Soon, soon, should the srtranger have found his grave 
Beneath the red foam of the ocean wave ; 
And the stranger's fiite should be told by the gore 
Of the stranger's corse on his native shore! 
But he came not in arms, and our generotis isle, 
Unheeding his sword, was Ibetray'd by his smile ! 

G ? 



100 THE EMERALD I8L1. 

Tet firaud or force attempt, in vain, 

To sway the patriot's ardent soul, 
Proudly it vindicates its reign, 
Crumbles the tyrant's impious chain, 

And soars sublime above controul ! 
. A moment paused the heart of fire, 

That knew not to deceive. 
More in compassion than in ire, 

O'er human guilt to grieve, 
A moment fell the pious tear. 

To parted fireedom given ; 
Not, on a darling parent's bier^ 
Could in&nt eyes shed drops more dear 

Than that, to heaven. 



The patriot's bosom panted high 
As griefs soft image died, 

And blushing, on his frenzied eye 
Rose Erin's injured pride. 
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Roused at the sight, the mountaineer, 

With read^ hand. 
Seized his artless, rustic speat ; 
Throughout the land, 
The rock and the glen 
Sent their warrior men 

To the patriot field ; 
And the side of the hill, 
As it shone o'er the rill, 

Seemed a living shield 1 
At the bugle's shrill breath 

The stag, in afl&ight. 
Shot over his heath. 

Like an arrow of light ; 
Our isle was awake. 
From the bray to the brake. 

At the summons of war ; 

o 3 
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And the spears of the brave, 

From the summits afar, 
Crested the wave. 
Like a shooting star ! 
If humanity shewa to the God of the world 

A sight for his fatherly eye, 
'Tis that of a people with banner unfurl'd, 

Resolved for their freedom to die. 
'Tis a spark of the Deity bursting to light^ 

Through the darkness of human controul^ 
That fires the bold war-arm in liberty's fight^ 
And flames from the patriot, burning and bright, 

Through the eye of an heavenlj soul 1 
Oh ! was it not noble and &ir to behold 

Our isle, like a warrior, laced. 
With her spear of the hills and her buckler bold, 
Her banner of green and her helm of gold^ 
Stand ready for battle braced ! 



THE EMERALD I8I«B. lOS 

The sun on that day 

Sent bis holiest ray, 
To brighten the patriot plume ; 

The shamrock was seen 

With a lovelier green. 
And the air shed a sweeter perfiime. 

The face of our isle 

Wore an heavenly smili^ 
As if conscious and proud of her brave, ) 

And the laurel flower, 

At that holy hour. 
Bowed its bloom o'er the warricHr - b grave, \ 

To tell him the land 

He had died to defend 
Was no longer the home of a slave. 



No, there is not a spot where the pious are laid, 
But aa angel islioverkig near, 

o4 
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To guard their high slumber and gladden their shade 
With the triumph of purity here ; 
And nature on that angel eye 
Still casts a glance of sympathy I 



Ye sainted spirits of the air^ 
To whose angelic guardian care 

The patriot's cause is given, 
Oh, on the memory of that day, 
Beam down the purest, holiest ray 

That glows in heaven ! 
And thou, lamented, honoured sire, 

Too early lost for Erin's fame, 
Pour from on high thy hallow'd fire, 

And purge away thy country^s shame, 
Prison of iHlands— land without a name ! 



Lmin iTaa I if birth alone had made thee greBt, 
Nor worth confirmed the ordinance of Site ; 
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ISy midst the titled rabble, thou hadst stood 

A lie to rank, a ridicule on blood ! 

Content to shine amongst a shameless band, 

The gilded robber of thj native land, 

Thou should'st hare gone, to time's remotest age, 

The blot and burthen of the poet's page ; 

Thy vice immortal, thy enjoyment o'er, 

Verdant in shame vhen thou could'st sin no more ! 

'Tis the high mission of the muse's choir, 

To soar through ether on a wing of fire^ 

Shed round the humble saint their holy ray. 

And circle guilt with an eternal day : 

They beam on virtue its immortal grace, 

They blast the wreath of the successftd base, 

Roll their high spheres harmoniously along^ 

Stars in their course and syrens in their song ! 

Leinsteb, when traitors stained the robe of power^ 

When ermioed tyrants ruled their little hoiir^ 



, t 
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When guilt iras greatness and corraption wealthy 
And sacred piety an act of stealth, 
'Twas thiiie to vindicate the claim of birth^ 
Shew that e'en still a noble might have worth. 
And prouder dignities than dukedoms prove 
In the heart's homage of thy country's love* 
Patriot, thou art not gone ! thj holy name 
Still from our hills a beacon light shall flame ! 



Devouring fidite may close the bad man's doom, 
Crumble the throne or crush the pompous tomb ; 
But virtue bruised exhales a purer breath, 
Sighs fragrance forth, and triumphs over death. 
Thus some proud oak high shoots its stately fiNrm, 
Blooms in the blast and strengthens in the atom, 
Pride and protection of its native glade. 
The winter's grandeur and the summer'a shade 
When all its verdant honours shrink with age 
And teave it shieldless to the tempest's rage, 
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TBe boary sovereign revives his reign^ 

Breasts the high wave, and boanding o'er the main. 

Still mocks the stprm and still defends the plain. 



Celestial vision of that sacred day, 

Blush down thy grace and beautiiy my Way ! 

From shapeless ruins and a dreary wild, 

Where once the harvest of the hatnl^t smiPd, 

From foreign pride and native folly free, 

My wearied spirits, seek repose in theie* 

Proudly the glories of thj reign I view, 

Hang o'er the s^ene and ev'ry charm reoew ; 

Fancy again th§ patriot banner sees 

Wave 'mi4 the Qitusic <iiC> tibe nv>untaia breeze ; 

Again behpld^ fejdiciiig commerce ride, 

f'ree as the WMlds that waft her o'er the tidf , 

Or sighs, entranced, where oQce in truth she hipng 

On the sweet trara of FiiOOD'a Jmxmmkm tongtie. «. 
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Thou, mystic pile ! our glory and our shame, 
Ray of our pride and ruin of our name ! 
Where are the days when pure thj patriots rose, 
To raise our greatness and redress our woes ! 
When Gbattan thundered round thy ample dome^ 
And patriot genius found a kindred home i 
When silver Burgh poured on the nation's ear 
Strains such as Athens had been wont to hear ; 
While smiling Eniir claimed thee for her own^ 
And reason hailed her decorated throne ! 



Alas ! where once uprose the temple's porch^ 
And holy breathings woke the altar's torch^ 
Where patriot tongues their sacred music pour'd« 
Now heartless traders heap their sordid hoard ! 
Rapine, exulting, spreads her impious spml^ 
And withered avarice affects a smile i 
But cease, indignwit heart, lament no more^ 
Let trade reiga still where triumph'd trade before | 
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The time must come, when heaven's avenging hand 
Shall smite the dome and vindicate the land, 
Shewing its pillarM pride in ruins hurled, 
A wonder and a warning to the world ! 
Britain beware — nor vainly think that he, 
Faithless to us, can e'er be true to thee I 
When conscience, country, kindred plead in vain, 
Dragg'd, all dishonoured, to the shrine of gain. 
Can foreign climes assume a dearer claim ? 
Can alien sighs ai^ke the patriot flame ? 
Believe it not — the traitor's impious soul 
Blasphemes at grace and banishes controul ; 
It loaths all nature but the fruit of crime. 
It counts by guilty deeds the course of tim^, 
Sees hell itself but as the ideot's rod, 
Deifies guilt and mortgages its God ! 



Heav'ns ! when I see this lovely soil, 
The tyrant's sport, the bigot's spoil, 
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Contending fories shake my frame ; 
FeverM with rage, revenge and shame, 
I call on mercy's self to fly, 
Arm'd with the sword of destiny, 
And sweep away the murderous brood 
Carousing on my country's blood, 
Who epurn the path a Saviour trod, 
To bend before a party god ! 



Too long has meek religion bled 
Beneath the christian hand. 

Too long has persecution shed 
Its poison through the land. 



It were a tale to glut the pagan ear, 
A tale which Christendom might blush to hear; 
But to recount the deeds of blood and shame, 
Sanctioned, oh horror ! by that Saviour's name ! 
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Where are ye, self-styled ministers of hMf^ii) 

Ye to whom Christ's inheritance is ^ivA i ^ 

Ye, holj men, who in his path have tred^ 

Ye, meek apostles of the lowlj God ? 

Ye, in whose sacred, half-celestial hands. 

Salvation's awfal hazard trembling stands ? 

Ye, who in conscions purity have stood 

Before the deathbed with a Savidnt's blood ? 



Just Heaven ! what motley grcrape is that we fiee. 

Bending before the hinaaft Deity f 

Are these the great Eternal's Aii^fe train, 

Crouching to conrts for a tenrei^iiil gain? 

Or 'is't an infidel and ribbald deed. 

To curse andridhcttle the christian's itreed? 

Ah ! not the heathen wit YoltaIHe diffused^ ' 

Not all the stubborn sophistry of Pain, 
Th' unearthly treasures wild HoudfireAU "abtis^^^ ^^ 

Or fierce MAKdMitato'ft blood«eoirveiN:ing ttigffi. 



/ 
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Aimed at the gospel grace so vile a blow, 
Or proved so deadly and so damn'd a (be. 
As he who wash'd the thorny garland's gore. 
Daring to gild the wreath a Saviour wore ! 
Ill do the 'broider'd vest and titled shame . 
Suit an assumption of the Christian name ! 
Ill do their wealth the simple tenet prove, 
Of him whose only wealth Ivas placed above ! 

lU do their rank the holy martyr shew, 

« 

Whose sole sublime distinction was his woe i— 
Ascendanc}' ! thou name to Christ unknown. 
Vile bastard of the altar and the throne ! 
Aping Isc A riot's cunning through the land, 
Grace on thy brow and gold within thy hand. 
Call thyself what thou wilt, thy choice is free 
To any name — save Christianity. 



When sects aspire religion feels the shock. 
And pensioned pastors make a listless flock. 
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The spruce stipendiary, in robes of state, 

Consigns, too oft, the Gospel to its fate^ 

Viewing the page, in heavenly light arrayed. 

As the mere manual of a worldly trade. 

Hence, with her poppy wreath and leaden wand, 

A brutal ignorance usurps the land. 

That land, where learning once sublimely rolled 

Its floods of amber o'er a bed of gold ; 

That land, amid whose full meridian day 

Rejoicing genius plumed its eagle way. 

While sacred science poured her copious urn. 

And thou, with ^^ thoughts that breathe and words that 

burn," 
Sweet Poesy ! amid thy airy train, 
Waved the wild wing and woke the dulcet strain ! 



Hence we behold the sacred robe assumed 

By some, whom (ate to other functions doomed, 

H 
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While genius rarely dare usurp the gown^ 
Scar'd by power's cold neglect or folly's frown. 
Hence, when against all Gospel rule, we see 
A sect the nursling of a ministry, 
God's holy trust is merged in CiESAR's name) 
And want of interest is want of claim. 



If fortune beckoned virtue to her throoe^ 
If proud preferment beamed on worth alone, 
Vainly might sects assail the diristian cbiupob, 
Safe trhile sucli pillars propt its sacred {pfopcii ; 

* 

Vainly might dullness, swoU'n in mkred state. 
Sneering at modest talent's thread-bare fiite, 
Deride M agee, neglected for an hour, 
Or KiBWAN, gone witboul a smile from power ! 



True, some there are, round whose anointed brow 
The rays of heaven in simple grandenr glow^ 
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Men by especial Provid^ce de^ignedp 
To bless, adorn, and civilise laankind, 
Whose lives illustrate their immortal text, 
Lights of this world and emblema of tfae mKt i 



Oh here, in Siifil fbudneaB, let roe bend 

Before thy res^ng place, my earliest frimdi 

Thou ! whose pure culture waked my in&al: thon^t. 

While thy life proved what all thy precepts taught. 

He was a xoeJH to finiendsbip's fiObemory (dear. 

Skilled in each art the ^ocisl 60ul ko cheer. 

One who, despiwng all tfae gnave grinace 

Of those who w€ar itheir worship in tibeir &ce, 

Beamed round the circle of domestic love 

The ray serene he boncow^d fi*«im ahovje. 

For many an hour, finom oMphood up to age, 

Conscience alone his wealth and patronage^ 

He stood aiibliiM, like I^ra^^fl sainted rod(, 

A desert fountain to bis faiatiiig.fkidk, 

H 2 
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Shedding around the diamond dews of even— 
Himself unsheltered from the winds of heaven I 



Yet why lament alone o^er worth's decay ? 
Too blest if worth alone had fallen a prey ! 
How oft, alas ! has mourning Erin seen 
The christian contest stain her virgin green ! 
How oft has he, who bade all warfare cease 
And to the angry tempest whispered peace. 
Heard on her shores his name the battle knell, 
And seen his holy cross the beacon-light of- Hell ! 

Oh! be that impious wiurfare o'er ! 

Oh! may its fires return no more ! 



Oh ! if no tongue of holy grace 
Should bid the lawless tempest cease, 
Let suppliant Erin's voice be heard. 
Though weak her tongue, yet wise her word. 
The word of peace. 



^ 
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Think, think, sons of Erin, on all we have lost, 

Oh ! think on our former pride. 
Then unite and be free, nor relinquish the boast 

For which our brave ancestors died. 
Remember the glory and pride of your name, 
'Ere the cold-blooded Sassenach tainted your fame, 
When merit was fortune, for virtue was power. 
And reason, not bigotry, guided the hour. 



Though now all dreary and decay'd 

Our ancient glories lie, 
Some blessed spirits love their shade 

And guard their memory. . 
Tread but the spot, though barren now, 
Where meek Religion's angel«vow 

In pious hope was poured; 

H 3 
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Or stray nlinig the desert beafb, 
Where genius sighed its partbig breath, 
Or martyrM virttie smiled on death, 

Or valour waved the sword. 
Though want and wildness reign around, 
Nor earth give soil, nor ecjio sound. 
An awe ttpon the heart will steal. 
And conscious Nature's itlstinct ibel 
Tis holy ground ! 



Is there within the isle a soul, 
But owns the sad, sublime controUl, 
As oft by patriot impulse led 
To where Kin Ron a 's palace shed 

Its splendours on the flood ; 
Or Clonmacnoise upreated its head 

Amid the sacred wood ; 
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Or — oh ! for ever be the name 
Circled with glory's brightest flame, 
Proud Tara's temple stood i 



Tar A ! the day of thy splendour is o'er I 

T ARA ! the grace of thy glorj is gone ! 
Where thy column's high capital triumph'd before, 

The wind-beaten traveller sees not a stone ! 
Through thy shadowless moor the night bird screams, 
O'er the moss of thy ruin the bright moon beams, 
While round thee chill winter his thousand streams 

Rolls, cheerless and lone ! 
And yet, thou pale moon-beam, there once was an hour 

When you strayed o'er a lovelier scene ; 
As sculptured arch and antique tower. 
Blending their shade 'mid the hawthorn bower 

With ivy'd moat and myrtle flower. 

You shadowed o'er the green. 

H 4 
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And yet, thou shrill, ill omenM bird of the night, 

There once was an holier time, 
When the verdureless heath you now fill with affright, 
Streamed with harmony's silver light ; 
While the stars of peace and the swords of fight 

Cheer'd the hairp's sweet chime — 
The heath, where winter now rolls along 

The rage of his mountain tide. 
Once saw the pride of the regal throng 
Mingle its courtly halls among, 
While sweet and wild the soul of song 
In varied echoes died ! 



Oh Tara ! but 'twas &ir to see 
Thy court's assembled majesty ! 
All that man deems great or grand. 

All that God made &ir ! 
The holy seers, the minstrel band, 
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Heroes bright and ladies bland, 
Around the monarchs of the land 
Were mingled there ! 



Art thou the festal hall of state, 
Where once the lovely and the great, 

The stars of peace, the swords of honoar, 
Gheer'd by the ever gracious eye 
Of Erin's native majesty, 
Glitter'd, a golden galaxy. 

Around the great o'Conor ! 
And did these ruined ivy'd walls 
Once glow with gorgeous tapestry ? 
And did these mute and grass-grown balk 
Once ring with regal minstrelsy? 
Chill is the court wheje the chief of the hills 

Feasted the lord and the vassal. 
And winter fills, with its thousand riUs, 

The pride of o'Cokoh's castle ! 



9 
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Oh, it is good, thou mouldering pile, 

To see thy sad decay — 
Thou art the emblem of the isle 

Where once thy Lord had sway: 
The isle where once the saint and sage 
Mellow'd the fires of a trophied age ; 
The isle where liberty waved the wing, 
And echo hung on the minstrers string: 
The isle of the fair, 
The isle of the firee. 
Thou, mouldering pile, is now like thee. 
Like thee, the heart of the hero is cold ; 
Like thee, the tale of the hero is told. 
All the pride of the regal hour, 
All the bloom of beauty's bower, 
All the rays of the grass^green gem 
That flamed in Erik's diadem. 

Are faded, lifaei thy mined tower ! 






• 



Yet still, all mouldering as thou art, 

All featureless and rude. 
Sweet is the sigh that swells the heart 
While musing on thy solittide I 
Gone are the glories of thy day ; 

Yet such a scene 

Tells Erin's sons/ though passed away^ 

They yet htne been. 
Oh ! if e'en from the silent eall of death 

Spirits regenerate asoetid the sky, 
Child of my country's paas^ anid this heath 
There is a magic in its mtaioiy 

That must not diei 



I -. A 
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Alas ! and shall that jAged )^ - 
Never in ancient s]^lMdd«rr\iililite ? 
And shall the lonely owlet hoot 

For ever thrdUgMts i^y^WaUF 
And shall no more the lover's lute 
Awake the happy signal-call. 
Or grace the pleasures of its stately hall ? 



f' 
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Oh never ! if in evil hour 

A foreign foot attaint our soil ! 
Oh never ! if the despot's power 

Pollute our pure— s)ur lovely isle ! 
His aid is murder in disguise ; 
His triumph, freedom's obsequies ; 
His fitith is firaud — bis wisdom, guile.; 
Creation withers in his smile. 
Mid ruin upon ruin hurled, 
He flames, the ^Etna of the world ! 
No offering can avert his wrath, 
No human feeling cross his path. 
See Spain in his embraces die, 
His ancient friend, his firm ally ! 
See hapless Portugal, wj^ thought 
A common creed her safety- brought*— 
A common creed ! alas, his life. 
Has been one bloody, impious strife I 



'if '.. ■ 
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Beneath his torch the altars bum 
And blush on the polluted urn ; 
Beneath his christian foot is trod 
The symbol of the christian God ; 
The plunder'd fane, the murder'd priecrt, 
The holy pontiff's age oppressed, 
Religion's blush, and nature's' sigh, 
Proclaim Napoleon's pieti/ ! ! 



Where'er his locust legions veer 
Ruin and woe and want are there, 
And dreams of future murders sweep 
Across their fever'd hour of sleep. 
Thus, mid the desert's careless blight, 
A vulture pauses in his flight, 
And on some rock's congenial breast 
Unwilling takes his wither'd rest. 
Again on rapine's wing to rise 
The taint and terror of the ski< 
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Peasant of Ebin— 4luiik on this, 
Encircled by domestic bliss : 
And when with wife and children dear 
You take your sweet, though homely cheer^ 
Teach them to bless their heavenly Sire 
That thej enjoy tl^eir evening fire, 
And live where they can ehwre with thae 
The profits of their industry* 



I love thee, Erin ; y^ before 
The Gallic fiend should taint thy filiare, 
Myself would seize the flaming bmnd 
And bum the verdure of the land. 
In vain has Nature Messed our isle 
And banished venom from its so^,•^ 
In vain adorned our landscape gr#w 
With hill and vale and varied sewe,-^ 
In vain with music fiUed awr ht^jksg^ 
With tufted islets gfiwm'd OWC WWi . ' 



1 
•i 



And such tH^fa mowtain^lorieB «bed 

That heaven rests upoa their head^— ; 

In vain bestowed us beauty brigbt 

To grace the day and bless the iiighl;^**- 

If thus we trust the tempter^s voice 

And violate our paradise ! 



A purer ^tar asceods Ae sky 
And beams its radiaace from on faigbi 
On many a glorious trophy woa. 
And many a deed of valour dose, 

Adorning thy capHvaty J 
Sweetly it smiles — as if to eaey^ 
Soon, soon shall dawn tte nuHing day 

Of such a natiatt's Utoly^ 
Strange — that a noble, generous land, 
Enabling others 4o jwitbetaiid 
The foreign tyrant's fierce cOmiBand^ 

Should not itself be firee ! r 
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Strange — that a warrior, bold and brave^ 

Should o'er the foe his banner wave, 

« 

Yet reap no fruit from victory I 
No matter what the bar to fame, 
Nor how disqualified the claim, 
Erin has sent her warriors bright 
To. win the laurels of the fight ; 

iProm him, her chief and champion bold, 
Down to the simple peasant-name 
Whose whole nobility is feme : 
He, who on Barossa's height 
. StoppM the Eagle in his flight 

And spurnM its crest of gold. 
NO) not a trophy of the day 

Which Erin did not betr away! '• 



And see, where comes tiie god of war, 
In his blood^-ottiblMKMi'd car ! 
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Its front of fire — its seat of steel-— 

The forked light 'ning is its wheel ; ' 

And see, triumphant with him, see 

The laurell'd goddess Victory ! 
They pause — she waves her Mchion sharp. 
Sounds her high horn and leans upon the Habp ! . 



r 



Sudden, the glories of the elder day. 
Roused at her call, in splendid y]^(m*.play : ... 
Tradition's cloud moves slowly.on her sights ... 
Gemm'd with the stars of legendary jiHght^ ^ ^ 
A smile celestial hails the laur^U^d ;tnui]> : - ; o ; . r i 
Such as of old, upon the battle plain,. >i . .'^ ; 
Beam'd on their helmed heads triumphant o'er the slain ! 
Nor deem it strange, a omile so Uand ..ni. 

Should greet that bravei heroic band ; . ,' 

For though, through time's jdark; vista,: weht : / 
Their twinklingifornsbW&intlj see^ . 



.Oj ■ 
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They burn as brilijantly abovB^ 
FannM with the breath of angel's Idve, 
As when they deck'd their distant dajr 
With glory's pure hieridian i*ay* 



Not DBTTrN^iSN's undying nMnne, 
Not Fontenoy's eternal fame, * 
Nor e'en Crbmoka's classic flame, 

With'pwer kntre play^ 
Monarclis'lilay ^U beniewtli their fdos. 

Ages dapiw, tind natibns die, 
But, round dMller^^8l«lk^^d^bt<olws^ 
Pure and imperkhabiay '^ow% 

Tbb tailo of e«ani%. 

Still, hovering- toaM that t<^tri>lt|^ 
Angels awake Aeir tihry lyre. 

And still, to feed thttt visbn biigM, 
The eomet sells liis flodd 'of Am i 
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Thus, Wellington, when from us here, 

'Mid many a mourning nation's tear, 

« 
Thy glowing orb must disappear, 

It shall arise, 

In brighter skies, 

Our path to cheer ; 

And many a future child of war, 

Amid the battle's adverse sky. 

Shall watch afor 

That holy star| 

Still leading qo V> victory : '* 

And he shall see that leading light 

Girt with manj a ^flt^Uite : 

The heroes now who fliqg ihm Bbield 

Before thee in the I^ttle-field^ 

When thou a^rt goi^. 

Shall guard ftby throne, 

1 2 
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«»^»^^^#«^»^^» ^>»^^>i^»^»>»»»^^»^^^^^^^^^^»^^^^^^ #^<»^i^»^^»^^»^^#>^^»^^^^^^^^^^^i^ 



Superb, on high, 
Still catch thy day, 
Reflect its ray, 
And cheer their isle 
With the bright smile 
Of constellated majesty ! 



Rich in hereditary feme, 

Rich in his own ennobled nadae, 

Rich with Egypt's garland fair^ 

« 

But richer in his country's prayer^ 

'Mid trophies without envy won. 

Thy orb shall circle, Hutchinson. 

And Cole shall shine o'er Maidti's fields 

And Pack, unknowing how to yield ; 

Nor go without thy bright reward^ 

Thou name^edeeming Beresford. ^'' 
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Nor thou, brave, laughter-loving Dotle, 
Pure symbol of thy native soil : 
Long may'st thpii lead thy hero band, 
Guards of their Prince and glories of their land ! 



But, Muse, forbear — as well thy power 
Might count the varying, vernal shower. 
Or leaf on the autumnal wood. 
Or billow on the wintry flood, 
Or aught fantastic shadow vain 
That flits across the wilder'd brain. 
As limit, by thy humble page. 
The deeds of each revolving age ; 
For through the retrospect of time. 
The range of every varied clime. 
Thy country^s glories soar sublime. 
Yet ah ! like the pale lamps that shed 
A radiant mockery o'er the dead, 

I 3 
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Glories like tbeBe cmn only tkroir 

The ufieless pride of pompous woe 

On the cold corse that sleeps belowl 

Exposing but the moomfal fiite 

Of joys they can't re-animate ! 

By such sad light, poor land, we see 

The surface of thj misery-^ 
We see thee e'en by grace to ruin driven, 
A victim shivering in the smiles of heaven ! 
Thy fields untill'd, thy ancient spirit fled, 
Thy arts decay'd, thy bright ambition dead, 
Curs'd with a creed by Providence designed 
A beacon light, a blessing to mankind ; 
Blasted with genius, whose untutor'd force 
Rolls wildly through its mis-directed cOiirlse, 
All the rich gifts of heaveh pro&nely spum^. 
Or plundered from thee, or against thee toirliecl ! 
Oh ! let me pass from such tsA scenes ^Way, 
To the fiur promise of an happier day. 
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When, every mist of prejudice dispelled, 
Her fetters broken and her Actions quelled, 
Our prostrate country shall survey with shame 
The &ded relicks of her ancient fame, 
Blush o'er the civil bloodshed of the field,. . 
Where those who conquer fall with those who yield. 
And sounding high her trumpet o'er the grave. 
Blest with the ashes of the holy brave, 
Wake their tomb'd spirits to that sacred slqr. 
Where peace shall join her hands with liberty. 



Weak was the hand, unskill'd the tongue. 
And the rude lyre uucouthly strung, 
Which thus has sighed its simple 8f:rain, 
Poor country, o^er dif prostrate reign 1 

I* 
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But yet, how could I silent see, 
Though all unused to minstrelsy, 
Thy regal pride, thine ancient name, 
Thy trophied chiefs, thy martial fame, 
Condemn'd to bear the ribald jest. 
At random on thy patience cast. 
E'en by the reptile, vermin brood, 
Who feed and fiitten on thy blood ! 
And yet perhaps this artless lay 

May wake my country's latent fire. 
Or cheer her exile far away. 

Or string again her silent lyre. 
Haply beyond the distant sea. 

As lone and sad the wanderer strays. 
Musing, poor Erin, upon thee, 

Scene of his happy infant days. 
Some soothing breeze may waft the song. 
Though simple yet sincere, along, 



TB£ EMEEALD ISLE. 137 



i^>^#^^>^#»r<»^#i^»«^i»i^#<»»>»i»^»i»<»i»i»i»»#«»«»#ii^»i»<»»#»»»»^<»^^»^»i»^##>»^»^»^#*»<^»»^#^#>#>^> ^ «»^ 



And grief's tempestuous throb subside 
At the faint tone of former pride. 



Oh Erin ! blest shall be the bard, 
And sweet and soothing his reward, 
Can he but wake one patriot thrill 
For days, though gone, remember'd still; 
Whatever may be his humble lot, 
Bj foes denounced — by friends forgot. 
Thine is his soul — ^his sigh — his smile— 
Gem of the Ocean !— lovely Emerald Isle ! 



I 

* 
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Look on Brian* s verdant grave, — PvLge 18. 

Thb tnoBt yigorous and dangerous enemy whom the 
northern foreigners experienced in Ireland, W&i the 
hero, so celebrated in the annals of his country by 
the name of ^< Brian Borhoime." The in&ncy^ of 
Brian mus epent in the field, in which, when general to 
hie brother the King of Munster, he particularly dis* 
tin^iuished himself against the Danes who had invaded 
Ireland. On his brother's death he was chosen King, 
tind his reign presents a bright assemblage of every 
▼ilrtue which x»n endear the heart, and every taknt 
whidh can acfem the reason. In war, victm*y puratted 
his path; in peace, the arts embellished his repoee; 
P^perty respected, oppression punished, religion ve^ 
nerated, invasion crushed, literature encouraged, and 
law jnaintained, were the saared characteristiclB ^ ati 



140 NOTES OH THE POEM* 

•ge which the historian records with delight, and the 
monarch may study with improvement. A firesh irrup- 
tion of the Danes called the venerable hero again into 
action, and the sanguinary achievement of Clontarf 
closed, at the age of dghty-eight^ the glorious career 
of a sovereign, whose '^ hand was bent on war, but 
^^ whose heart was for the peace of Ejhin." 

The following curious description of the Battle of 
Clontarf is extracted from O'HALiiORAN's Historic 
or Irelako. 

^^ At the head of thirty thousand men highly ap* 
<^ pointed, Brien marched into Ldnster, about the 
^< beginning of April 1014, in three divisions, and 
^^ was joined by Malachie, King of Meath. He en* 
*^ CAmpcd, as he had done the year befinre, near Kil- 
^^ duunham ; and after both armies viewing eadi otbear 
^< for some time, it was agreed to determine the fiite 
^^ of Irvilaud by a general battle on the pkins of Clon? 
^ tarn Early on tba 9Sd of April, being Good-Friday, 
^ tha Daiitv^ appeared formed in three separate bodies 
«« (br bAtU«s and by their dispositioiis Brien regulated 
** hia tiwii% 'l'h<^ auxiliariea from Sweden and Dear 
^ mii4^ wnaUtiiili of twalfe i ho u CTad aMB» among 
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^* whom two thousand were heavy armtd, com- 
<^ manded by Brodar and Airgiodal, formed the* right 
<^ division. The left^ of nearly ^ai^ equal number, 
<^ commanded by Sitric, composed of the . Danet: ef 
^ Ireland and their associates, and the centre com* 
'* posed of the flower of Leinster, under the ^i« 
^ rection of Maol-Mordha, whot acted as gener^ m 
^< chief, formed: the enemy^ disposition of battle. ) It 
^ was judged that by placing the troops in tiib manner, 
^ under their own leaders^ it would raise a spirit of 
*^> generous emulation among them^ and that they would 
^*' vie with each other in feats of bravery. The right 
^' wing of the imperial army was composed of the 
^ housdiold trooj^s, filled* up by the j[)rime nolulity of 

<<^ Hunster. The iiirilicible tribeof Daigais, w4th:all 
^^1 the princes of firienV blood, : #ere also of this divi- 
^ 8i<^, and Malachie with the forces of Meath. ^ Thi^ 
>^'>W88 ' to) be commanded by Morrogh, ami Sitric, 
^ FHnce of Ulster. • In the left wing, - commanded % 
fff'tUe Kibg <of' Connaught, all the Coiiapci«nr tnx>pft 
Mrwere placed; but, as it. did not 'form s6 extendMl a 
^rlind^as the enemy's, several detachments weUd added 
^^'tor it. ^ The trbopff of'SouA 'Mun8ter,'UBdl!^^itheir 
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<< differwi cfaieft, with those of the Deasies, fornied 
^ the eentnl divisioa. Brien rode through the ruki, 
^ fvith his crucifix io one hand and his drawn swofd in 
^ tiie other. He eiAorted them, as they pasted aWogj 
^ to do their doty as christians and soldiers in the 
^. cause of vdigion and their country: he rMiinded 
^ them of all the distresses their ancestors were re- 
<^ dueed io by the perfidtotts and jangniiiary Oanes^ 
^ etrangecs to religrian jind Immanity : tiiat^ese, tbeii^ 
^ sQcoasBOFB^ waited /inp^ttieatlir to semem. ibe mme 
^ .fiaanes of deTastatioaand crueky, .and ky May iff^fA* 
^ tkipafion <sayste) they have fixed ita Afae'i^ary ^hiy 
^< on whioh Cihrist was crucified to dkeslroy the camptiy 
*^ of Imb greatest ^notaries ; buttfcai-God^ iwhUsemlitf^ 
<< yooareto%ht, will(he|paesent with yonandiApli* 
<^ ver his enemies into yjiKir hands. So i^ajmi^ ^afaro^ 
<< .ceeded towards the centre to kimifhi^hinmfm. la 
^^ action ; but the Aift& of IhejUBHy, "Vfiik one mme^ 
^ requested he would sretira lirom ihefield of ImtHe oft 
^.facoouot of his extreme agei, (snd jehveto'tb^ gallant 
^ 'Horfogh the chief command. M «feight id 4he'marfi- 
^ ingthesigBallbralaugbter wasgmn* ^efMgais 
<<>Mth4ie whole ai^t aiingr taaratpodrtojsitthd^ -swtMrd 
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^ in handy the Danes comauinded by Brodar and Air* 
*^ giodal e but an useommon act of oMrardice torit«a- 
'^ ^dhery had tike to have desttxrped the whole amrf, for, 
"^^ at Ais very critical moment, Malacfaie i¥itb his Meath- 
^ iaiii n^tlred suddenly from the field of bat^ leaving 
*^ the l<edt lef this body ^^Lposed to a far gf«a!ter n«q;i« 
^ ber «tf idH^Miies* BtA Motrogh, withg^reatfm&ence 
^< tff -tirind, ^led oot to his bmte Dalgaiis, Aat this 
*^ was tie time to distinl^ilish thamsely^ as they alone 
^ WtMld have the nnrrralled glory of titttingoff thtti for- 
^< «ilii<laMe body of the enemy. And now, while close 
^ ^engbg^ed with battk^axd, awottf, and dagger, on tha 
^^ ^tfg^t, the left, nnder the ocwmand of the King of 
*<< CkunttMght, liastened to engage «he Danes of Lein- 
"^ Mt ^tid atktkr inifalar t^es^ whilst 4he troefi^ ttf 
"^^ ttovth Miinsl^ ifttabhc^ the tfposlate llfaol4f«rdha 
'^ 'bM Inb degMisrate Lagenian^. Never was ^veater 
^ inhni^tty> '^ierseveratioe, and intr^i^ ^{duyed 
'<^4tt My'Mkt!^ than tUb, '^ every ^Miin^ depended on 
^ bpen fittie^ Wnd tbtrragis. Hhe sitaatim c^ 'the 
^ grennd admitted of no ailbuseadisii and none wiere 
^ W^. They fbughtctaan to man, andi^biMit to 
^<< htMiM, ana^e^yfdors intone VMk fell vMimsin the 



N 



144 NOTES ON THE PQEM. 

^ next I The officers and . generals perfonpned pre* 
^f-digies of valour. Morrogh, his. son Turlogby his 
5^ brethren and kinsmen, flew, from place to piace^ 
-^^ and every where left the .sanguinary traces of their 
•5^ courage and their fortitude. The fortitude, displayed 
>^ by Morrogh' determined Garolus and Conmaol,' two 
-^^ Danes of distinction, to attack in conjunction* this 
^^ prince, and both fell by his sword. It w^is observod 
^^ that he, with other chiefs, • had retired firom the 
^^ battle more than once, and, after each return seemed 
^} to be possessed of redoubled force. It was tp slake 

^^ their, thirst and CQpL.&eir, bands, swelled with.4lie 

' .1 

^[ u80/^f' the sword and battle-axQ, in an 'ajdjiMwnc 
^'btookf over which a small guard was pla9e4>'|uid 
^ this the Dsuies soon ideptroyed. On rqoinifig:lii8 
^^ troops > the last time^ Sitric-Mac-Lo^snr, :^ltj^ a 
•^^ body of Danes, was making a fresh, attach ojft:fiie 
^^ Dalgais--*-him Morrogh singled put, and .with a Uow 
}^ of, his battle-axe divided Ins l^dy iii> twOf through 
f ^ rhis armour :l The other jl^rish commanders ^ i^^^ke 

f^'manner distinguished tfaem^elyed^. though ^tb^Y>ex- 
^f ploits are not so pavticularljjiiarrated; and it j^^uld 
f^ seem,^ifrom die: nnmberfpf ipri|ae^iM>1i^lit;4b^feU 
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\ • 

'* on both sides, that besides its being. a general 
^^ battle^ the chiefs on each side every where singled- 
*^ out each other to single combat. 

^^ The courage of the Irish was not to be subdued* 
^^ Till near four o'clock in the afternoon did the- 
^ issulb of the day remain doubtful, and then it was 
^ that they made so general an attack upon the enemy 
^ that its force was not to be resisted. Destitute of 
^* leaders, and of course of order, the Danes gave 
^^ way on every side. Morrogh, at this time, through 
^^ the uncommon use and exertion of the sword arm, 
^ had both his hand and arm so swelled and pained 
^< as to be tuiable to lift them up. In this condition 
^^ he was assailed, sword in hand, by Henry, a Danish 
f^ princ^ ; but Morrogh, closing in upon him, seized 
^ Mod with the left hand, shook him out of his coat 
^ of mail, and prostrating him, pierced his body with 
<f his 'sword, by forcing its pummel on his breast 
^ and' pressing the weight of his body oh it. lit 
f^this dying situation of Henry, he nevertheless seized 
<( the dag^ger which hang by Morrogh V side, and 
'^ with it gave him^ at the same instant, a mortal 
<< Mioond/ The Dane expired pn the spot^ but Moi^ 
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^ rogh lived till next morning, employing the inter- 
^ mediate time in acts of piety and devotion ; in 
^ making, says my manuscript, a general confesnon, 
^ receiving the eucharist, and dying as an hero and a 
^ christian should die. 

^ The confiision became general through the Danish 
^ army, and they fled on every side. Corcoran, one of 
^< the monarch's aides-de-camp, seeing the standard of 
^ Morrogh strock, for this notified the fidl of die chie^ 
^ and in the general deroute unable to distinguish 
^ friend from foe, concluded that the imperial army 
^ was defeated. He hastily entered the tent <tf Brian, 
^ who was on his knees before a crucifix^ and request* 
^ ed he would immediately mount his horse and 
^ escape, for all was lost ^ Do you,' said the hero, 
^ < and my other attendants fly. It was to conquer 
^ < or die 1 came here, and my enemies diall not 
<< < boast the killing of me by inglorious wounds/ 
^ So saying, he seized his sword and battle-axe, his 
^^ constant companions in war, and resolutely waited 
^ the event In the general confusion, Brodar and 
^ a few of his followers entered the royal tent He 
^ was armed from head to foot, aiidyet the gallant 
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^^ old chief pierced his body through his coat of mail ! 
^^ two more ot his attendants met the same iate^ and 
^^ Brian received his death by a fourth. 

^ The intrepid Sitric, Prince of Ulster, the faith- 
^^ fill companion of Brian in all his wars, was witness 
^^ to the death of Morrogh, and revenged it by that 
^ of Plait, a Danish knight of great intrepidity, and 
^ by others of less note. Eagerly pursuing Brodar 
^^ and his party, he saw them enter the tent of 
^ Brian, and cut to pieces the remains of them. But 
^^'Wben he beheld the aged monarch extendra on 
^< the ground his grief was extreme. He threw 
^^ himself on the dead body ; the many wounds he had 
^ received in the battle burst forth afresh ; he refused 
<< every assistance, and expired in the arms of his 
<< friend and faithful ally. 

^^ Thus fell the immortal Brian, one of the most 
^ uniformly perfect characters that history can pro* 
<^di|ce. In /twenty-five different rencontres, and 
^ tW^Qty^nine. pitched battles, did he engage his 
^f Danish and other ^emies, and victory always 
'f .^attended his standard! But if he was terrible to 
^^ hit enemies ia the field, he was mild and merciful 

K 2 
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^^ to them in the cabinet, and during bis whole reigH 
^^ a single act of cruelty or injustice cannot be laid 
" to his charge." 

The learned Vallancey has given the subjoiiied 
accurate account of the Harp belonging to Brian Bor* 
hoime, now in the Museum of Trinity College, Dublin; 
I have myself seen the instrument. His harp, crown j * 
and other regalia, were given to the Pope, as the 
price of some indulgence, by one of Brian's sons^ 
and deposited in the Vatican, where they remained 
till Henry the Vlir. got the harp, with the title of 
Defender of the Faith, from His Holiness, who however 
kept the crown of pure gold. Henry gave the harp 
to the Earl of Clanricarde, and down from him its 
identity has been accurately traced. 

^^ The harp is thirty-two inches high and of ex- 
^^ traordinary good workmanship. The sounding- 
^< board is of oak; the arms of red sally. The 
<^ extremity of the uppermost arm, in front, is capped 
^^ with silver, extremely well wrought and chuaelledr 
<^ it contains a large crystal, set in silver, and under it 
^^ was another stone now lost. The buttons or oma- 
^^ mental knobs, at the side of this arm, areof silm* 
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^^ On the front arm are the arms of the O'Brian family 
^^, chased in silver — the bloody hand supported by 
^^ lions. Oh the sides of the front arm, within two 
^^ circles, are two Irish wolfdogs cut in the wood. 
*^ The holes of the sounding-board, where the strings 
^^ entered, are neatly ornamented with escutcheons 
*' of brass carved and gilt. The large sounding-boles 
^^ have been ornamented probably with silver, as they 
^^ have been the object of theft. This harp has twenty* 
^^ eight keys and as many string-holes, consequently 
^^ there were so many strings. The foot-piece or rest 
^^ is broken off, and the parts to which it was joined 
^^ are very rotten. The whole bear^ evidence of an 
^ expert artist."*- FitiZ/flwey'^ Cottectanea de Rebus 
jffibemicisy No. IS. 
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Soul of the Seneacha. — Page 18. 
A name for the old Irish bards. 
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By the tongue of Columbkille I — Page SO. > 

^^ It is to be observed," says Keating, ^^ that St 
^' Columcilie, whose memory is so valuable amoag the 
^^ ancient Irish, was called originally, at his baptism, 
^' by the name Criomthan : and if we believe the book 
^ that gives an account of his vision, whose testimony 
^^ may perhaps be questioned in some particulars, his 
^^ guardian angel, who always attended him, was 
^^ known by the name of Axall ; and his evil genius, 
^^ who followed him as a plague to infect his mind and 
^^ inspire him with wicked thoughts and im[Hou8 de- 
^' signs, was called Demal. The change of his name 
<^ happened when he was under the tuitioii of f%H 
^^ rence, who was the tutor that instructed him in the 
^^ doctrines of religion, and had the principal care and 
<^ management of his education. This master allowed 
^^ his pupil the liberty of one day in the week to divert 
'^ himself, and go to the neighbouring town to phy 
^' with his companions, who were youths of the same 
^^ age ; and being a child .of a very modest and agree- 
^^ able disposition, his company was* desired by all the 
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^ children in the country, who, upon the diay that he 
'' was to go abroad, would go to the door of the mo« 
^^ nastry to receive bivi, and when they saw him 
^^ coming to the.gat^, ^^ley would, from a transport of 
^^ joy, lift up their ban^ wd cry, bere comes Collum- 
^' NA-ciLLE, which in the Irish language signifies the 
*^ Pigeon of the Church ; for he was a child distin- 
^^ guished for his meek behaviour, and tb^ title was 
^^ applied to him with gr^at propriety. When the 
^ Abbot Florence, who .was bis tutor, observed the ] 
'' name his companipiis-^b^d bestowed on him, he 
^ began to thii)k it w^^ t^i^,;^ill.of H^ayen^ h^ should 
*^ be so called, and 6(qn^ tl^^t time be gave jtiim the 
^^ title of Cqlluai CjLifje;, and never, used the name 
^' of Criomthan which had/ been bestowed on him at 
" his baptist^.'! .; . /*. i. : . 

Amongst the old poeibb concerning him -we find 
several curious records. 

^' This pious saint as a reh'gious penance 

** Lay OB the cold ground j and through bis garments 

'^ His bones looked sharp and meagre. His poor cell 

'' Was open, to the inclemency of the winds^ 

** Whicb.blew through the unplastered walls.*' 
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We find his appearance at the Council of Dromceat 
thus alluded to. 

'^ St. Columcille arrived at Dromceat^ 
** Followed by a retinue of his clergy. 

By twenty prelates of Haperior order. 

By forty presbyters and fifty deacons, 
^* And thirty students in divinity 
•^ Not yet ordained.** 

He has a particular right to poetic celebrity, as the 
same quaint verse informs us. 

The poets were secured from banishment 
By CoLLUu CiLLB, who, by his sage advice, • 
Softened the king's resentment, and prevailed 
That every Irish monarch should retain 
** A learned poet $ every provincial prince ' 
" And lord of a cantred were by right allowed 
'^ The same privilege and honour.** 



rr 
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Of Conn of the hundred fighU. — Page 20. 

An old Irish monarch, whose bravery vras such that 
his name has descended to us vrith- the superb title' of 
^^ Conn of die Jiundred tmttles.'' He reigned' Wefnty 
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years, and was assassinated in the royal palace of Tara 
by fifty men, habited as women, eniployed*by the King 
of Ulster. 

— o— 

« 

Of Cormacy heart ofjire. — Page 20. 

This philpsophic king was proclaimed in the year of 
Christ 254. During his celebrated reign he instituted 
three universities at Tara ; one devoted to the improve* 
4 ment of the art of war, a second to history, and the 
4hird to law. It was he who appointed the ten officers 
to attend the throne, so quaintly entimerated in the 
following old poem. Having lost an eye, he was 
obliged^ by the law, which forbade a physical defect 
in any Irish sovereign, to abdicate the throne. He re- 
tired to a small riiral retreat, called Anacoil; where, 
in the dignified seclusion of philosophy, he iftoXe his 
two enlightened treatises, entitled ^^ Advice to a 
^' King," and *^ The Obedience due to Princes.'* — 
How truly regal was such a retirement. 

*' Ten royal ofi^cers^ for us^ iwd state, 
' ' ** Attend ^e courts, ai^^ ^pthe mpnaiiQh.ii^t« . 
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*^ A NoBLEMANj whose Virtuous actions graee 

'< His bloodj and add new glory to his race > 

A JuDOB^ to fix the meaning of the laws. 

To save the poor and right the injured, cause 5 

A grave Physician, by his artful care 

To ease the sick and weaken'd health repair ^ 

'' A PObt, to applaud and boldly blame, 

** And justly give to infamy or fame 5 

'' For without him the freshest laurels fade, 

" And vice to dark oblivion is betrayed, 

'' The next attendant was a faithful Peibst» 

** Prophetic fury roll'd wiildn his breast \ 

'^ Full of. bis God, he tells the distant doom 
** Of Kings unborn and ages yet to come; 

" , Daily he worships at the holy shrine, 

*' And pacifies his God with rites divine; 

*^ With constant care the sacrifice renews, 

'' And anxiously the panting entrails views. 

** To touch the harp the sweet Musician bends, 

'^ And both his hands upon the strings extends ; 

** The softest soul flows from each warbling string, 

*' Soft as the breezes of the breathing spring ! 

" Music has pb^t^ thie JMssibns to obntnnd 

" Aaimum'^mh disorders of ilie soul. 
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^^ The ANTiauARY by his skill reveals 

/' The race of kings^ and all their offspring tells^ 

** The spreading branches o£ the royal line^ 

** Traced outbyhiin^ in lasting records, shine. 

'^ Three officers in lowest order stand. . 

** And when he drives in state attend the King's command.** 



At KirwatCs greedy negkcted name. — ^Page 27. 

. , Kirwan — '' the glory of the priesthood and . the 
^^ shame." Th^ powers of -this amazing man wer^ 
so itBB^cend^u^y that, wheii^e preached, it was found 
nec^^ary to surround tl^e church with an armed force, ijn 
order to guard against the impatient multitudes which 
assembled to hear him. In the course of his divine 
mission he obtained, in the cause of charity, above 
i^60,000, and at length feu a victim to his great and 
continued exertion. 

, I remember, when in college, meeting the funeral of 
Kirwan ; it was attended by t]^a children of every cha« 
rity school in Dublin: and a sa^ sigjit it was^ to see 
the. widow and thp fatherle^^ifi: the pipeessi9n of their 
departed .beiVBfactocw IJIiose ii^}i9,af9 aqq[uaint^4 ^^^^ 
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the usual routine of church preferment will not be but-* 
prised to hear that this inspired genius, after a long 
probation of poverty, was rewarded hi/ a deanery of 

j^6(X) a yeary in a miserable fishing tillage in Ireland! 

• • • 4 

Paul preached in the wilderness I 

^' He called forth," said Mr. Grattan in the Irish 
House of Commons, ^' the latent virtues. of the human 
^^ heart, and taught men to discover, in theimselves a 
^^ mine of charity, of which the proprietors had been 
^^ unconscious : in feeding the lamp of charity he jbx« 
<^ hausted the lamp of life. He comes to interrupt i/ie 
^ repose of the pulpit, and shakes one world with the 
^^ thunder of another. The preacher's desk becomet 
^^ a throne of light. Around him a train, not suck lis 
^^ crouch and swagger at the levee of viceroys — ^horse^ 
^^ foot, and dragoons, but that wherewith a great ge^ 
^^ nius peoples his own state-— charity in ecstacy and 
^^ vice in humiliation : — Not as with you, in cabinet 
^ against the people, but in humiliation — Vanity, arro- 
"^^ gance, and saucy empty pride, appalled by there- 
^^ buke of the preacher, and cheated for a moment 
^ of their native improbity and insolence. What 
<< reward I St. Nicholas without or St Nicholas with- 
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* in ? The curse of Swift is upon him, to have been 
^^ born an Irishman — to have been a man of genius and 
<< to have used it for the good of his country* Had 
^^ this man, instead of being the brightest of preachers, 
'^ beeti the dullest of lawyers — had he added to dul- 
^^ ness, venality — had he aggravated the crime of 
^^ venality by senatorial turpitude, he had been a 
^ judge; or had he been bom a blockhead, bred a 
^^ slave, trained up in a great English family and 
^ handed over as an household circumstance to the 
^ Irish viceroy, he should have been an Irish Bishop 
^^ and an Irish peer, with a great patronage, perhaps 
^^ a borough, and had returned members to vote 
^ against Ireland; and the Irish parochial clergy 
<< must have adored his venality and deified his dulliiess. 
^^, But, under the present system, Ireland is hot the 
^^ element in whach a native genius can rise, unless be 
'< sells that genius to the court, and atones, by the 
^^ apostacies of his conduct, for the crime of his 
" nativity." * i 

* It is impossible to deny the truth of this melancholy 
pidiure. There is not a superficial observer who may 
not see it every day exemplified in Ireland, in every 
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profiMsion^ but above all others in the chnrch. If 1 
were to select one instance out of many, it should be 
that of a man, on whom the public eye has long been 
turned with esteem for his virtue, veneration for his 
talent, and disgust at his neglect — need I mention the 
learned author of the work on the aUmemcrd.^ At the 
bar, Doctor Magee might have been a jihlge, in 
the army, a general, or in the senate^ a minister ;-^ ^ 
but in the church, his gown accuses his genius, and 
he fades away before the excrescences of wealthy 
ignorance or the risings of decayed nobility. Happily 
for him his splendid talents have placed him beyond 
want ; but it is an injustice to the world that sudi 
talents should pine neglected 'mid llie sedunon of a 
college. Ex imo dliice anmes. 

I confess the state of the diorch has oSbeal struck mto 
with extreme astonishment, and deronOy hare I 
prayed for another reformationi afker contrastiiig the 
labortoua indigence of a curate, stm^ggling to maintain 
tkt decencies of life on JtTO a year, with the compa- 
ratiT^ caae of a prelate, wallowing ni its luxoriea oil an 
nmMM of jfiO,000. F« miU! Sm$ offne Socmbr/ 
or the Irish bishops I Iuito little kMwledge: Ihey 
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may be very good kind of men, and doubtless they 
are so. Doctoa Stock is the only one amongst them 
whose name has been in our day attached to literature. 
The remarks have, however, been extorted from me 
by the inelancholy neglect of the most splendid prodigy 
the church ever produced; and perhaps, if Lord 
Harrowby would lend his intelligent mind to their 

, consideration, he might infer a Very simple reason, why 
^ dissenting sects are springing up like mushrooms."*— 
(See his Lordship's speech on the subject of the church, 

« June 1810.) 



But hmpfkr thxm^ fair Omensofty tofiel.^^'Page SO. 

Sydney Owenson, married to Sir Charles Thomas 
Morgan, M. D. This lady, who moves in the highest 
sphere of fiishion, acquired great popularity by her 
various novels : particularly by that of the Wild Irish 
Girl, and subsequently by the Missionary, an eastern 
tale ; and the enlarged edition of St. Clair, or the 
Heiress of Desmond. The latter is an elegant speci- 
nten of epbtolary talent, and is embellished wifli a 
highly finished potrait of the fidr author. f 
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Oh sweet JEfV/flrwey.— Page 37. 

, To those who have not visited Killarney, the accoimi 
which I have given will appear an exaggeration ; but 
to those who have, it will, I have no doubt,, appear 
infinitely below reality. It is crowded with such 
various beauties, that it is quite impossible for either 
pen or pencil to do it j ustice. Mountains of stupendous 
height, rising one above another in the most subliqie 
perspective, now exhibiting all the abruptness of th$f 
barren rock, and^now covered with forests of oak, 
within which the lakes, all studded over with islands 
of the most diversified beauty, gradually emboetona 
themselves, form sl tout ensemble which no imagina- 
tion, however fertile, can surpass. ,. ; 

.The spectacle of hunting the red .deer, v^liicb 
has now become extremely r^e, and w^th which I 
was indulged in the autuipn of 1814^ is most delight* 

ful. The animal is traced to his lair on- the c^veniog 
previous to the chase, and notice having beengi¥#a 
of his retreat and its discovery, the next morning the 
whole population of the village literally empties . itsdjf 
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on the lake to enjoy the diversion. The day on which 
I was so fortunate as to behold it, we counted no less 
than forty-eight boats, all filled with well dressed 
people. The morninji^ was most favourable, and the 
little fleet proceeded in the caution of silence till it 
airived in a beautiful bay formed by the finely wooded 
mountains, on the declivity of one of which the stag 
was concealed. The boats all anchored. The moun- 
tain appeared in the most lonely solitude ; the silence 
of death prevailed all around, when a signal gun was 
firedy and instantly, as if by magic, the summits of 
all the hills appeared crested with mountaineers to 
prevent the deer's escape, which he was seen perpetu- 
ally attempting, afinghted by the chorus of a fine 
pack of stag hounds, which made the whole country 
vocal with their music. The sudden transition fi'om 
the death-like silence to the enlivening animation of 
the scene, brought strongly to the poetic, mind the 
fine description given by Walter Scott of the rising 
of Rhoderick Dhu's band amongst the mountains. 
After he is completely exhausted by the chase, the 
deer generally rushes into the lake to swim across it, 
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and followed by all the hounds is intercepted and 
saved by the boatmen. 

But infinitely the greatest curiosity of Killarnegr is 
its echoes, which are heard to the greatest advantage 
opposite the romantic mountain called the Eagle's 
Nest. A horn is sounded at about two hundred yards 
distance from the hill, and when the trumpeter has 
played a few bars, he ceases. All is silence for seve- 
ral seconds. The mountain then commences with 
the first bar, and continues faithfully to the oonclasioii. 
When that mountain has ceased, another contimies, 
and so on, the strain gnidually becoming more mel* 
lowed, and at length dying away in the distance. Sudi 
is the efiect of a single horn ; but I was assuried Aat 
every, distinct instrument of a military band, plajring 
in concert, would; be individually answered by thi 
mountain. The repetitions by the various hills in 
succession, on a favourable day, have been idkgcd 
to be counted by the inhabitants io a number dUiMst 
incredible. I can however vouch^ 01^ m^ own aMia* 
rity, that I heard five distinct repetitions, asit •{ipeaiM 
to me, firom five difierent mountains.. The ^ffiMt ii 
quite enchanting. * '. ^ 
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Another peculiarity of Killarney is the arbutufl 
shrub^ grooving to the size of a forest tree, and lite- 
rally forcing its passage through the ^olid marble, where 
there is not the appearance -of even a grain of soil- 
to filustain it. This tree is one of the greatest 
beauties of the place, and is seen to the best adrantege 
in the month of September, when its lively green 
is variegated with crimson berries. 

September is indeed the month in which all. the 
Isikes appear in their fullest perfection. It is melan- 
choly to think that this heavenfyspot, so calculated 
to excite every pleasing emotion, &(houtd have beeii 
polluted by the miseries of warfare. But, alas, what 
part of Ireland has escaped them ! They shew, on 
the verge of the lake, the ruins of a fin6 old forti- 
fication, called Ross Castle, which was once besieged 
by the English, and has ac(J[iiired, at least, a village 
immortsllity, by the heroism! of o*Donohxte, one of 
Ae lake heroes. The tradition of the place reports 
that he shut himself tip in the castle, 'and defended 
it with the most courageous obstinacy, until at length 
it began to totter beneath the artillery of the besiegers. 
He then called his followers round him, told them 
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that he foresaw the captivity of his country, which he 
had done all in his power to avert, and would not 
live to witness. Having uttered these words, he dashed 
himself from the battlements into the waters of the 
lake which washed them. Such is the legend of the 
country: and there is scarce an island round the 
castle which has not been appropriated to some pur* 
pose of o'Donouue's, just as its shape may have struck 
the peasant's fancy. Thus one is caUed his /t&raty, 
another bis prison^ a third his gtin, and so on. The 
villagers and mariners of the lake hold his memory 
in the most enthusiastic veneration, not unallayed. by 
some degree of awe. He is supposed .often to ride 
his white charger upon the waves at the sun-rise; 
and one of the boatmen actually offered to s^ear 
to me he once saw him — so strong was the effect of 
imagination! But if ever there existed a place 
where such fancies are excusable it is Killamey ; 
and indeed I do not know that it would not be a kind 
of disappointment to find it without theqs. 
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Unconquer^d Erin* — ^Page 48. 

It is the boast of Ireland neyer to have been con- 
quered. Her first invaders, the Danes, did^ it is trne, 
establish a settlement in the country ; but it was rather 
the temporary haunt of a barbarous banditti, than the 
peaceful reddence of established conquerors. After 
years of rapine, murdev, and desolation, they were 
utterly extirpated, leaving, in place of the venerable 
monuments they had destroyed, a few rude forts and 
rocky circles, to remain at once the record of their 
crimes, their follies, and their failure. 

It is well ascertained, that the Romans never landed 
in Ireland ; and the English historians pretend, on the 
faith of Tacitus, that it was from contempt, as they 
were informed that a single legion and a few auxiliaries 
would be sufficient for its conquest. It must not be 
A>rgotten, however, that this redoubted piece of infor- 
mation is, by Tacitus himself, put into the mouth, and 
derived from the authority of, a faithless Irish chieftain. 
The Irish historian relates, that so little was Crimthan, 
the king of Ireland at that time, afraid of an invasion 

1/ 3 
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of the Romans, that he absolutely sailed tc - the assist- 
ance of the Picts, led an irruption into a Roman pro- 
vince, and returned home cbvered with its spoils. 
Surely this open violence was a much greater provo- 
cation to Rome, than that which tempted Caesar to hi^ 
incursion on £ngland ; and so far from the authority of 
Tacitus being decisive on the subject, we find him, in 
his life of Agricola, saying, that the Romans wished 
to conquer Ireland, in order that the tantalizing spirit 
of liberty, so near them, might be taken from the view 
of subjugated Englishmen. ^' Ut libertas tanquam e 
^* conspectu toUatur." 

Caesar himself was so ignorant of Ireland, that he 
merely speaks of the size of it from report : '' Hiber- 
^^ nia dimidio minor, ut existimatur, qnam Britannia." 
Why Caesar did not turn his arms to Ireland can now 
only become the theme of visionary, calculation or in- 
genious conjecture. It is far from probable that he, 
who could squander his force among the fens of Britain 
and their ferocious natives, would look with an eye of 
contempt upon the natural and spontaneous fertility of 
Ireland. Much more likely does it appear, that the 
politic commander finding a nation of such extent. 



NOTE8 ON THE POEM. 167 

daring and dauntless under the very eye of England, 
and of course superior in discipline, prudently turned 
to acquisitions of easier accession, from the trying con- 
test with a then happily united people^ where every 
heart was free and every hill was a fortress. 

The example of Switzerland, in our own day, has 
shewn 6f what such a people are capable, even against 
the opposition of science, intrepidity, and power the 
most disproportionate. Before the landing of the 
English, we have the testimony of Ireland's roost un- 
blushing slanderer, Cambrensis, that Ireland had 
extirpated her former invaders : ^^ Ilibernia," says he, 
^^ ab initio ab omni aliarum gentium incursu libera 
*•' permansit." 

To the consideration of this so much misrepresented 
invasion, which a iew mendicant minions have not 
scrupled, in the face of history, treaties, and their 
own expcKience, to magnify into conquest, we now 
come. Henry II. was our iirst royal importation from 
Britain, and he laid the basis of that conduct of his 
country to ours, the contemplation of which bars all 
originality in future crime, by affording a precedent 
tor every vice of which the human heart is capably. 

L 4 
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So fiur was Henry II., however, from having oooqaered 
Ireland, that we find him, on the 8th of October, 1175, 
entering^ into a treaty of peace with Roderie OConner, 
as monarch of the country-, the terms of which treaty 
are still extant in Rymer's Foedera. This treaty was 
afterwards sbamefuUj violated by the English, even 
at confessed by the English historians, and the 
example of regal perfidy found but too many imitators^ 
in after times, upon the English throne. The Irish, 
however, never acknowledged, at any time, the supe* 
riority of England ; on the contrary, they always held 
her inhabitants in utter contempt, as a race who owed 
to them the little civilisation they possessed, and repaid 

m 

1 

the gift with all the ingratitude of lingering ferocity* 
Thus, speaking of Charles the red-handed, Geoghegan 
says : ^' Les descendans de ce vaillant prince ne prirent 
^^ jamais des titres d^honneur des rois d'Angleterre, 
'^ titres que la plupart des anciens Irlandois m^pri- 
^< s^rent/' In confirmation of this assertion, we are 
told, by Warner, that when Richard IL landed in 
Dublin, be ofiered to knight some of the young chie^ 
tains, but they instantly refused him, adding that, at 
the age of seven years, they had received finom their 
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fathers mach nobler dignities. The humblest Irishman 
of ancient times would have smiled-at the idea of being 
ennobled by a people whom they considered, says Nu« 
brigensis^ as the scum ^f the ocean : ^^ Impurum maris 
" ejectamentum/' 

It is not my intention here to recapitulate the conduct 
of the English down to the reign of James II., be- 
cause, whatever gratification I might feel from behold* 
ing my countrymen supporting their assailed indepen- 
dence with the ardour of patriots, the pride of freemen 
and the dignity of princes would be more than counter- 
acted by the opposite balance of atrocious provocation 
and perfidious arrogance. Neither mj pride nor my 
sensibility will, allow me to ransack the ruins of human 
nature, even to adorn the decorations of our national 
structure. 

The treaty of Limerick has been kept precisely as all 
other treaties with this country were ; that is, violated 
in every particular. King William, indeed, the Draco 
of Ireland, left t6 England a legacy of perpetual per- 
secutiim to those who proved their best claim to the 
regal protection, by their adherence to an hapless king, 
and to kis in particular, because the victim was his 
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firtber-in-law. Bat who could expect either gimtitiide or 
iJHipTeness from the gloomy murderer of Gleneo ! I 
timmple on the impious ashes of that Vandal tyrant^ 
who persecuted christiaoity and colonized ignorance 
among a people, venerable for their simple fiiith and 
ancient learning ! What a heart must be have had who 

eoald hunt his kindred into the very sanctuary of their 
wafortune, leaving it to ftiture ages desolated and 
denounced, the scene of legalized barbarism and 
penal piety ! But may his crimes have mercy : their 
consequences have ceased. The christian hand of 
George the Hid. has commenced the work of expiation. 
Guided by Heaven, he has dismantled the penal fabrick, 
leaving to future sovereigns a glorioua example, hj 
following which their throne will be strengthened and 
their death-bed consolatory. 



Bearing the now neglected fleece along. — Page 56. 

The scene which I have here endeavoured to des* 
cribe, is one which the inhabitants of Dublin have but 
too often had the misery of beholding. When trade 
becomes stagnant in our metropolis, which, I «m sorry 
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to say, it but too frequently does, at least so far as our 
natroe manufactures are concerned, the starving artisans 
of the Liberty, the great manufacturing district of 
Dublin, go in full procession, bearing the fleece, sadly 
decorated with black ribbands, through all the princi- 
pal streets, as a sort of mourning for the miseries they 
are enduring. I solemnly assure the reader that my 
description gives but a fidnt outline of the melancholy 
original ! 



Yet Goldsmith, Orpheus of the world. — Page 61. 

It is quite impossible to read the life of Goldsmith, 
and hn delightful poem of the Traveller, without feel- 
ing the strongest sympathy for its author. After a life 
all clouded by poverty and consecrated by genius, he 
died in London, and was allotted a.place in Westmin- 
ster Abbey, where his own sincei^ ftiend, the great 
£nglish moralist, graced his tomb with the following 
most deserved inscription ; 
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This Monument is raised 

To the Memory of 
OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 

Poet^ Natural Philosopher and 

Historian^ 

Who left no species of writing antOQciitd, 

Unadorned by his pen. 
YHiether to move laughter 

Or draw tears; 

He was a powerful master 

Oyer the affections^ 

Though at the same time a gentle tyrant > 

Of a genius at once sublime^ liTely^ and 

Equal to every subject ; . 

In expression at once noble^ 

Pure and delicate. 

His memory will last 

As long as society retains affection^ 

Friendship is not void of honour^ 

And reading wants not her admirers. 

He was bom in the kingdom of Ireland^ 

At Femes^ in the province 

Of Leinster^ 

Where Pallas had set her name^ 

29th Nov. 1731. 

He was educated at Dublin, 

And died in London, 

4th April 1774* 



.1 
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And Swifl the wander of the age. — ^Page 64. 

A doubt has been attempted to be cast upon the 
birth-place of Swift ; but an account written by faim- 
flelf, and now to be seen in the manuscript library of 
Dublin Uniyersitj, sets the question at rest. He there 
liays he was born in Dublin. It is indeed fully proved 
by his own patriotic lines, in which he says ^ 
Britain^ confess this land of mine, 
FirHgave you human knowledge and divine^ 
Oar prelates and our sages^ sent from hence^ 
Made your sons eonverts both to God and s^se. 
The following very eloquent character of this great 
man, extracted from a recent publication, has been 
attributed to the classical pen of Sir Wm. Smith, one 
of the Barons of His Majesty's Court of Exchequer in 
Ireland. ^' On this gloom. one luminary rose, and Ire- 
^^ land worshipped it with Persian idolatry. Her true 
<^ patriot; her first, almost her last. Sagacious and 
^' intrepid, he saw, he dared. Above suspicion, he 
<^ was trusted; above envy, he was beloved; above 
^' rivaliy, he was obeyed. His wisdom was 
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^^ and prophetic; remedial for the present, warning 
<^ for the future. He first taught Ireland that she 
^^ might become a nation, and England that dhe might 
^^ cease to be a despot. But he was a churchman : iiis 
'.^ gown impeded his course and entangled his efforts. 
^^ Guiding a senate, or heading an army, he had been 
<( more than Cromwell, and Ireland not less than 
^ England. As it was, he saved her by his couhige^ 
^' improved her by his authority, adorned her hy his 
'^ talents, and exalted t^r.by. his fiune. His liiission 
^' was but df ten. years,, and for 'ten -.yeafs^nly did 
<^ his personal powder fftftfg'^e the g^yernnfent. But 
« though fi<^ loh^r feirr^ by th^'^at,* he was not 
^^ forgotten by the wise; hiis influence, like his wri- 
^^ tings, has survifed a e^tury, and the fbiindatioifs 
^ of whatever prosjperity we have since erected, are 
^ laid in tbe^isinterested andmagnanimoili ptftriotisiii 
<* of Swift.*' 



,.,•., i l- . } . . ■ ...It I'l. JI.V 

•The peasantry stfU 9hei^, in the soutii of Irelmid,' 
thft Mtle cottage in wUieh i^pieilse^ wh>tie Ifis Ftafiry 
Queen. 
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N(yr shouldst thou^ Farquhar, absent be. — Page 66. 

The last of Farquhar's plays, which he finished on 
his death-bed) is esteemed his best. It wa9 writt€(n,iii 

six weeks, during a settled illness, and he died, as he 

• • ... 

had often foretold, before the run of the piece was 
over. 



r '. 



: And sire and patriot in Quin appears! 
Who^ with a soul, can natures pang endure. 
While Barry trembles in the tortured Moor? 
And see^ for ages shaded from our view^ 
Macki^Xn give life tO H^ r^^ngeful Jew ! 
Clife and Comedjf came together, — Page 68. , 

. Tile lof Qrt^ . c^ iho Drama record^ with delight, Uie 
f^xici^Ueaoepf Q^a'i^ Cato, i^arry's Otliello) an4,Mack? 
Jim^M ShyiocK. This latter gentleman was thcf first wbi^ 
refiirmed tbc^part, Shyloc^ haying alvfays beeq playe^ 
before his tiine, .as. acomio>tharactQr; ho i^ Alsoeele^ 
brated for fai» admirable comedtcB of ^'. jdie .Man of thq 
World "«ad« Love A-liMiioilfe." ... 
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Of Mrs. Clive, Doctor Johnson said, that what she 
did best, she did better than Garrick. 



Or the sweet sroeUmg echo of Albany s lyre. — Page 72. 
Albany is the ancient name of Scotland. 



— o — 



Poor Dermody. — Page 74. 

Dermody, a secood Chatterton, died of want and 
disease the consequence of it, in England. See Ray- 
mond's Life. 



A rude cairn ai last ! — Page 76. 

The cairns are heaps or piles of loose stones, very 
common in Ireland. They are supposed to have been, 
anciently, the burial places of chieftains ; and indeed, 
to this day, the custom of erecting a cairn on the aoena 
of any remarkable death is common amongst the pea- 
santry. To Sir W. Colt Hoare's very splendid work on 
ancient Wiltshire, I must refer those who wish for much ^ 
curious information on this subject* The most e3rtrB* 
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ordinary production of this kind^ now in existence, is 
that of Stonehenge, on Salisbury plain, on which 
Keating, our Irish Livy, makes the following remarks : 
^' The inde&tigable Stowe, in his British Chronicle^ 
^' printed in London, in 1614, gives an account, that 
^^ the Germans or Saxons were so pleased with the 
^* fertility and air of the Island, that they barbarously 
^^ murdered, at one massacre, four hundred and eighty 
^^ of the nobility and gentry of Britain ; and that 
'' Aurelius Ainbrosius, then King of Britain, caused 
^^ tbe stones that were brought by Merlin from Mount 
^^ Claire, in the province of Munster, to be erected in 
^^ the same place where the barbarous execution was 
^^ committed, as an eternal monument of German 
^^ cruelty u][>on thl^ kiatives of Britain.'' Some time 
aftfir^ Aurelius iiiitiself was buried in the same place; 
and th0 BEaine author obsepveia,: that these stones, wjlfei^ 
tbl{f. were fi;xed, were called chorea gigantum^ but now 
ai^. knowA by th$ ncinie of Stonehenge, on Salisbury 
plain.': The Lbistpriati Jbrthi^ remarks, that the Irish 
bn^iigbt fliete ^ton^ wij^ them from Africa ; and what 
Gidofftef of> (iMoi^no|itJI]i observes is very remarkal^le;) 
th^tj]|0:tw^/9f j^iose stones came originally ou^t of the 

• i 

M • . i wi 



178 NOTES OH TUB POEM. 

same part of the cooDtry. It is, indeed, remarkable, 
that Cambrensis himself, in some d^^ee, eonfirms this 
curious record. He says, ^' Fuit antiqais temporibus 
^^ in Hibernia, lapidum congeries admiranda quas et 
^^ chorea gigcoUum dicta fiiiL*' 

For these opinions, I am too little of an antiquary to 
profess myself responsible. There are, however, in 
the fields around roe, many similar monuments to that 
of Stonehenge, though of less extent The stones of 
many are immense, and raised to an height, to the 
elevation of which human strength, without the aid of 
machinery, would in our day be quite inadequate. 



• ^^ 

Perhaps J e'en Men, on FingoTi arm. — Page 77. 

ft 

Finn, or Fingal, was a general of Gcnrmac O'Cmb, 
King of Ireland. He jdanted a colony in Seotknd, 
and by incursions at the head of his fiaa or militia, 
protected it from the Romans. He is the same whom 
Mr. Macpherson calls << King <rf* the Woody If onren ;" 
and in order to claim whom for Scotland, he has re* 
course to the gross anaehronbm of makifig )iim con- 
temporary with CucuUin, who reigned two hondrecf 
years before ! ! 
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The fallowing rhapsody, descriptive of him, has 
been ascribed to Ossian. ^^ Finn, of the large and 
^< liberal soul of bounty, exceeding all his countrymen 
^^ in the prowess and accomplishments of a warrior ; 
<^ king of mild majesty and numerous bards. The 
^^ ever-open house of kindness was his heart — the seat 
^' of undaunted courage. Great was the chief of the 
<^ mighty Fenii. Finn, of the perfect soul, the con- 
^ summate wisdom, whose knowledge penetrated 
^ events and piei>ced through the veil of fiilarity. 
<^ Finn, of ^ the splendid and ever -during glories 
^ Bright were his bine rolling ^yes, and his hair liile 
^^ flowing gold ! Lovely were the charms of his uii« 
^ altered beauty, and his cheeks like the glowing rose. 
<< Each female heart overflowed with afiection finr the 
'* hero, whose bosom was like the whiteiiefle of the 
^ dMtUcy eUff4 Finn, the king of the glittering bWet 
^ 0f war.*' 



Or there (Efnama's palace rase •<— Page 77. 
OBJBBim^ the snperb pdace of the Kings* of Ulster. 
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Ollam inhaled a nation's woes. — Page 77. 

. Ollani Fodhla, the celebrated legislator of Ireland ; 
he was the iostitutor of the Feis Teamrach or parlia-^ 
ment of Tara. See Tara. 



. J" 



Or noble Oscar died. — Page 77. 



. OscAr^ the soivof Ossian, whose prowess has beenr 
imomrtalized by the poetry of bis father. ' '^ 

►IJ .li • > I". . 

,^.TfrQf4glL Scotia uf^ial the solace demes.-^'Page 79,! 

olBhfit Qssiaik was an Irishman I consider ni3f8elf fiilly 
wuranted in assuming, • notwithstanding the effrontdrjr 
of Bfacpberson's ftfarication. It is not eairjr to ambefarcf^ 
how anj one can be duped into a belief of the:aiitlim^* 
ticity of Macpherson's Ossian, after considering wiA 
what petulant obstinacy he uniformly refused the pro- 
duction of Qi^ ttian'ii(^cri)[rt. ' Vhe rkticmal Infin^tice i%. 
that bet did^ not-^^Kitsee^ it;^: land if Qot^ hoif. a(|raD{4>is 
the idea that be could have compiled a regular epic 
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poem, handed down through so many hundri^t y^ears 
by so frail and faithless a vehicle as oral traditiM^-F «''Jls 
to the authenticity of some of the minor pieces ihete fe 
no doubt ; and the way in which they travelled to Scot- 
land can be easily accounted for, by the circuoidtabce 
of Finn's landing there with his Irish troops ;' a^taong^t 
whom, it is natural to suppose, the battle and Imntidg^ 
fsongs of their great national contemporary bard were 
in high veneration. There are few old peasalltB in Ire- 
land who cannot repeat many of those fragnlMls^ and 
who do not feel, even at this day, a superstitibtis re- 
verence for the prowess of Finn-ma-Comhal aiid the 
poetry of Ossian. There is no trace, however, of any 
perfect epic poem to be found, nor can any man of 
common sense expect it, after the lapse of so many 
centuries. That the Scotch have many of our customs 
and traditional songs is perfectly natural, as the colony 
will always retain some traces of the mother country. 
On this subject I refer the reader, not to any vague 
c<>i\jecture of modern days, but to the following con- 
clui(ive authorities of ancient writers. 

Cambbbnsis acknowledges that NiaU the Irish mo- 
narch equipt a pumerous fleet to invi^de Britaiii tod 
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Graul, and by it expelled the old inhabitantfl from the 
North of Britain, and peopled it. ^' Gens/' says he, 
^^ ab his propagia, specificato vocabulo Scotia vocatiir 
<^ in hodiernum." — Topograph. Hibern. caput 16. 

GiLDAS, a monk who wrote in 564, says^ ^^ Novis- 
^^ sime venerunt Scoti a partibus Hispaniae ad Hiber- 
" niam.*' 

The venerable Beoe — ^' Hibernia, propria Scoto^ 
^^ rum patria." 

Cafgbavius — ^< Hibemia enim antiquitua Scotia 
^< dicta est, de qud gens Scotorum" 

Gbsarius — ^^ Ireland was properly known by the 
*^ name of Scotia, out of which a colony of the Scots 
<< removed and settled themselves in the country pos« 
^< sessed by the Picts in Britain." 

Buchanan (a Scotchman) — ^^ Scoti omnes Hiber- 
^< niae habitatores initio vocabantur ut indicat Orosius ; 
<^ nee semel Scotorum ex Hiberni^ transitum in Albar 
^^ niam factum, nostri annales referunt.'' 

James the First, in his Speech at WbitebaU, de* 
clares, '' I have two reasons to be careful of the wel- 
^^ fere of the Irish : first, as King of Englandi by 
^^ reason of the connection of the countries; and 
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^^ next, as King of Scotland ; for the ancietit Kings of 
** Scotland are descended from the Kings of Ireland^ 

Lord Lyttleton, in his life of Henry II. allows 
^^ the having sent forth a colony, which has risen to 
^^ snch an height of dominion and greatness, is a glory 
^^ of which Ireland may jnstly boast." 

The reason why Ireland was anciently called Scotia 
Was, because it took the name of Scotia, the wife of 
Milesins. Such are my authorities. 

Si quid novisti rectius istis 
Candidas imperti^-si non^ his utere mecum. 

— o — 

Lo ! by the sod where classic iBarrt/ sleeps. — Page 81. 

Barry, the celebrated painter, whose beautiful 
pieces, to be seen at the Adelphi in London, justly 
place him in the first rank in his profession. His paint- 
ing of Elysium is a rich spectacle to the eye of genius, 
aud fiilly justifies the opinion of Johnson, ^^ that no 
^^ man brdfughrt more mitfd to his profession." See 
Boeweirs Life. 
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The shade of Cardan should come. — Page 83. 

Cabolan, the Orpbeus of the Irish peasaotry^ was 
bora in the countj of Westmeath in the jear 1670. 
Poverty, the usual fete of genius, attended him, but, 
with the usual fire of genius, he overcame it. With 
no companion but his harp, and no patronage but his 
&ncy, he found an easy access to the board of Irish 
hospitality, where his wants were a sufficient intro- 
duction, and his song an ample recompence. At an 
early age he had the misfortune to lose his sight by the 
small-pox ; but such was his fortitude, that he merely 
remarked ^^ his eyes were transplanted into his ears.'* 
In one of his love songs, however, he touches on it in 
the following beautiful and pathetic allusion. 

** Even be whose eyes admit no ray 
Of beauty*8 pare and splendid day^ 
Yet though he cannot see the lights 

'' He feels it wann and knows it bright.** 

In his rambles he met with the celebrated Gremi- 
niani, the same who said he found no music, on this 
side the Alps, so original and afiecting as the Irish. 
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The foreigner wishing to surpass and perhaps surprise 
our peasant minstrel, played before him some of the 
most difficult Italian pieces ; but what was his asto- 
nishment at hearing Carolan, when he had concluded, 
distinctly follow him through all their variations, with 
a rapidity of execution and delicacy of touch peculiarly 
his own. 

Armed with his harp, Carolan was invincible ; and 
whether in mirth or in melancholy he swept its strings, 
nature was his instructress and sympathy his slave. 
The child of impulse, all his emotions were involun- 
tary. When warmed into any sudden sensibility of 
feeling, his heart, if I may so express it, was at his 
fingers' ends. It was in one of those moments of in* 
spiration that he poured forth his beautiful pieces of 
sacred music, andithat delightful air called his Receipt^ 
better known perhaps by the appellation of Butnper^ 
Squire Jones, " •-.■'••. 

It is a general remark, that those who Jbave been so 
unfortunate as to lose their sight^ are oftenlcompeiisated 
by the superior quickness of theoiher^itses. \ Of.ihis 
our minstrel was a striking instance,, as. the follpwiii|^ 
anetdote, related by Mr. Walker,^ will testify, vliib Us 
yauth he; wad much enaMourqdrcf (a peaisant girl, oalled 
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Bridget Cruise, who howerer was unpoetic enough to 
slight his advances, and they parted. After an inter* 
▼al of some years, Carolan went on a pilgrimage to an 
iriand in Lough Deargh, long venerable in the eye of 
mral superstition. On his return he found some 
devotees waiting the arrival of the boat, and taking 
the hand of a female in order to assist her on boards 
he instantly exclaimed, ^^ By the hand of my gossip 
^^ this is the hand of Bridget Cruise; *' which indeed it 
proved to be ! I had the relation from his own moath| 
said Mr. O'Connor, and in terms which strongly im« 
pressed me with the emotion which he felt at thai 
accidentally meeting the object of his early affections. 

I have remarked that Carolan lived on the casual 
bounty of those he chose to visit. To the universal 
eomrtesy of his welcome there is but one exception, 
and his poetic revenge affords a specimen of ready 
and caustic satire which oughi not to be omitted. In 
one of his excursions he called at an house, where he 
had always been received with the ceadth mShaJbiUha^ 
-''-an hundred thousand welcomes^ — the proverbial ex- 
pression of Irish hospitality. The master of the man- 
tion was unfortunately absent, and a <^ pampered 
^ menial/' caUed O'Flynn^ drove poor Carohm away. 
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He instantly sung, accompanied by his harp, the fol- 
lowing lines — 

'^ What a pity hell's gates were not kept by 0*Flymi> 
** So surly « dog would Ut nobody in'* 

Severe indeed must the inhospitable prohibition have 
appeared to him, whose heart was an almshouse^ and 
whose little all was public property. 

'By the death of Carolan, Ireland lost the last of 
those harmonious wanderers who were the minstrels of 
her ancient happiness — the music of her summer day. 
His thoughts, his love, his soul, his very sigh, was 
Irish ; and in the melodious morning of his national 
enthusiasm, when entertained at the residence of one 
of our fallen princes, he was heard to exclaim, *^ Here 
^^ and here only, in this house of O'Connor, my harp 
^^ has the old sound iu if.'' 

The following affecting anecdote will shew the amia- 
ble estimation of his private life. A short time after 
his death, his boeom fiiend and brother minsbrel, 
M^Cabe, who had not heard even ef kit illness^ went 
to see hin^ In paMoig through the chttrckyard near 
CaroUm's cottage^ he met a peasant of whom he en- 
quired fer Im friend. The peasant pointed to his 
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grave ; MK]!abe tottered to the spot, and sinking down 
on it in agony, after some moments, thus vented his 
poetic lamentation. 

" I came with friendship's face> to glad my hearty 
" But sad and sorrowful my steps depart -, 
<' In my friend's steady a spot of earth was shewn^ 
*' And on his grave my woe-struck eyes were thrown ; 
'* No more to their distracted sight remained^ 
/^ But the cold clay that all they lov'd contained ! 
'' And there his last and narrow bed was made» 
*^ And the drear tombstone for its covering laid. 
** Alas ! for this my aged heart is wrung^ 
** Grief choaks my voice and trembles on my tongue 5 
" Lonely and desolate I mourn the dead^ 
<< 'liie friend,, with whom my ev'ry comfort fled. 
*^ There is no anguish ,can with this coinpare, 
^' No'iMdns, diseases^ sufferings^ nor despair, 

>'^''«^ JSJLt thkd f(»], -while such k loss I mourn ; 

'vr%<!iSfj^ bf^rfs oorapiemion from its fbtidness torn. 
'^ (^ ! insoj^ortaUe, distracting grief ! '•)•■■■ 
f'i Wocu' tfaat'AkEOtat^life can neoerhowe relirfl 
) ^i5^|t«Nin*i««iBNp>.Jhy melody is.q'cr I', 

... '')Swefi)ti^njlMI^P^^^ 
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*^ My bliss^ my wealth of poetry is fledL 

^' And cv'ry joy, with him I lov'd, is dead j 

** Alas ! what wonder (whil^ my heart drops blood 

'* Upon the Woe^thitf'irai^s its vitalttdo'*),: '-'''^ 

'' If maddeniti^^lfef^tio torigir caii^bfc bllrbe^^ ^'^ ' 

'' And frenzy filFtK^l^st-tk&6ngdi«tbnir*^^ " 

Those who are unacquainted with his music may 
find some of hiSs most beautiful ^irs in tne Irish ilfefo- 
dies, where, like g'eps set in gold, they appear J^ mar- 
" ried " to the /^ immortal .verse ]]. of, the inimitable 
Anacreon Moore. 

Carolan died al'^'tlie ag^%¥''«af§i€tg%/, |^^^ was 
buned m the pansh-cnurcn of iLuronan^ m the diocese 
of Ardagh. A simple mount of grass forms his appro- 
priate monument, and pure is'ithe teav with which 
nature's children '«tf«8^ifti<^'hi^iiiiiBdi^/^ "^^" ^' 

Mr. yf3\l^e^;Wmi^ ^iiim% mk\l&i' 6r^i dards 
of Ireland, has given many^ of Carolan s songs and 
poems, out of which I have selected the two following 

sweet specimen^' ;th|iti^tiienrediid«# Tiity4iv^ 

of the genius K)#<thi^'tel^1»A];|b|)ilffllJls«ii'^ QPiley have 

been translated<''4?aiii'''tH^^ ^^P»<fi4A % Miss 

Brooke * ibv^b ot sfxb ilftif atd.qrbb dvol UnA " 
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SO^G FOH BCABLE KELLY, 

. Ify CaroUm. 

*' The youth whom £Eiv*riag heaYens decnsc 
** To join his iaXt, my fiedr^ with thee, 
" And see that lovely head of thine 
** "Wiih fondness on his aim recline : 
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No thought but joy can fill his mind. 
Nor any care can entrance find 5 

^ Nor sickness hurt, nor terror shake ; 

** And death will spare him for thy sake : 

** For the bright, flowing <^ thy hair 
^' 'UiBt decks a face so heavenly fiBor,. 
** And a fair form tQ[ match that.facf^ 
'* The rival of the cygnet's grace, 

'« When with calm dignity she mora^ . 
'' l¥here the dear stream her hue improves, 
** Where she her snowy bosom laves 
'' And floats.majestic on ^e waves. . 

** Grace gave thy fiMrm, in beauty gay, 
** Atid ranged thy teeth in bright array 3 
^* All tongues with joy thy praises teU, 
'' And love deUghts with thee todwdl f 
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^' To thee barmonious powers belongs 

That add to Tcrse the ckarmt of •oiig> 

Soft melody to numbers jpin^ 
*' And make the poet half diyine. 
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An, when the softly blushing ibee 
Close by some neigfabooring lify f^cmm. 
Such is the glow thy cheeks diffiuej 
'^ And such their bright and blended li|i^. 

'' The timid Instre of thine eye 
'' With nature's purest tints e«i tie> 
'* With the sweet blue-bell's azure g^^ 
'^ That droops uppn its modest steip. 

'' The poets of leme's pbdns 
'^ To thee deTote their dboicest strains, 
'' And oft their harps £(>r thee igre stnuigf 
'' And oft diy matchless charms arespng. 






Thy Toice, that binds the list* nhig'sMl, 
That can the wildest rage controuly 
Bid the fierce crane its powers obqf, 
^ '' And charm him from his finny p^y t 

'^ Nor doubt I oft its wond'ious art, . 
'' Nor hear wilb unimpassioBcd heart \ 
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'^ Tby health, thy beauties ever dear, . nil .:'. 
*^ Oft crpwn my. gkss with sweetest cheer. . r 

'* Since the famed fair of ancient days. 
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^* Whom bards and worlds conspired to praise, 
*' Not one like thee has since appeared, . / * 
'' Like thee to ehrery heart endeared. 

'^ How blest the bard^ ' iik lovely moid ! 

" To find thee'^iii thy cWihs arrayed; 

'' Thy pearly teeth, /thy fl6wiiig:ihBsr> •: V 

*' Thyneck, b^yoA^thst^y^Hftifainin . } I s^ 

- As whcii''diesiWi>u' to'ii^y^h^ ' *^^ "'^^^ * 

- Hyround tfi'i^tortliVrilbaiiP;' "5^^'^'' ""''^^ ^ 
'< Wild and with tc^mfifhf^nl ]t» ^looif -niT » 
'' UnconsqiQMA Iff iapplKi*diisgiiite|>i> tij(U oT - 

- SothiJ'si»VpfacMlii»*£tf^'d^^^^ ^^^ ^"^^ * 
'' And thy fair form's enchanting grace, 

'' Allure tA^^fMdnwmiilyUivitfii uub .rjiciv (ilT ' 
'^ Andthous9tidft4A>hi|g^t)rirfkii7rotejirr') ludT ' 

'^ Even he, whose hapless eyes no ray - 

« Admit, ^;{a^aiii^'S''sVKS?i^'aiiV^ ^"^ ^ 

^' Yet, thoug{){»e4ranMI(M9e»thodig|itiJutii) loVl ' 
'^ Hefeelsitif^ami»iMl4Ji«U9iNl{iAte^^9<l 'io»4 ' 
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'' In beauty, talents, taste refined^ 
'^ And all the graces of the mind, 
'^ In all unmatched thy charms remain. 
Nor meet a rival on the plain. 

Thy slender foot, thine azure eye. 
Thy smiling lip of scarlet dye. 
Thy tapering hand so soft and fair, 
*^ The bright redundance of thy hair ! 









Oh blest be the auspicious day 
That gave them to thy poet's lay, 
/' O'er rival bards to lift his name, 
" Inspire bis verse and swell bis fame!" 

The following is his monody on the death of his wife. 

^* Were mine the choice of intellectual fame, 

'' Of spelful song and eloquence divine, 
'^ Painting's sweet power, philosophy's pure flame, 

*' And Homer's lyre and Ossian's harp vrere mine, 
'' The splendid arts of Erin, Greece, and Rome, 

^'. In Mary lost, would lose their wonted grace ', 
^' All would I give to snatch her from the tomb, 

^^ Again to fold her in my fond embrace ! 



N 
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9< Desponding, tick, exhausted "^ith my giScC ' 

** Awhile th^ founts bf sorrow oea^e lo loifc > 
** In vaiuf**! rest not— -sleep brings no reUtf«4 ' ' 

*^ Cheerless, companionless^ I wake to woe ! 
*^ Nor birtbjt nor beauty shall again allure, 

^' Nor fortune win me to another bride \ 
** Alone I'll wander and alone endure, 

'^ 'Till death restore me to my dear one's stde* 



** Once ev'ry thought and ev'ry scene was gay, > 

^* Friends, mirth and music all my hours tmi^yed,— 
** Now, doomed to mourn my last sad yearn away, 

*^ My itfe a solitude,— my heart « void. 
** Alas, the change, to change again no more, 

" For every comfort is with Mary fled, 
** And ceaseless apguish shall her loss deplore 

*^ 'Till age and sorrow join me with the de^d ! 

'' Adieu each gift of nature and of art. 

That erst adom'd me in life's early prime. 
The cloudless temper and the social heart, 
** The soul ethereal and the song sublime! ' 
Thy loss, my Mary, chased them from my hreast. 

Thy sweetness dieers, thy judgment aidstio more; 
The muse deserts an heart with grief opprest, 
^' And lost is every joy that charmed before.'* 
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In ErirCs elder day. — Page 86. 

Perhaps the annals of the world cannot furnish a 
more striking instance of the savage effects of persecu^ 
tion on the human mind, than Ireland. It will indeed 
be difficult to persuade those contemplating what she 
is, of the high station which she held at former periods; 
but unless the positive testimony of even hostile histo* 
rians be rejected, with an hardihood at which scepticism 
would blush, she must appear ^^ the luminary of the 
** western world, whence savage septs and roving bar- 
'^ barians derived the benefits of knowledge and the 
*^ blessings of religion." " Many Saxons," says Lord 
Jiyttleton, ^^ resorted thither for instruction, and 
'^^ brought from thence the use of letters to their 
^^ ignorant countrymen. We learn from Bede, an 
^^ Anglo-Saxon himself, that about the middle of the 
^^ seventh century, numbers, both of the nobles and 
'^ of the second rank of Englishmen, retired out of 
^^ England into Ireland, for the sake of studying theo« 
^^ logy, and leading there a stricter life. And all these, 
^^ the Irish, whom Bede c^ls Scots, most williogly re« 

N 2 



196 KOTES ON THE POEM. 

^' ceived and maintained at their own charge, supplying 
^^ them also with books, and being their teachers, 
*' without fee or reward ! a most honourable testimony 
^^ not only to the learning, but also to the bounty and 
^' hospitality of that nation. Great praise is also due 
^^ to the piety of the Irish ecclesiasticks, who, as we 
<^ know from the clear and unquestionable testimony of 
^^ many foreign writers, made themselves the apostles 
*^ of barbarous heathen nations, without any apparent 
^^ inducement to such laborious undertaking, except 
<^ the merit of the work. By the preaching of these 
^^ men, the Northumbrians, the East Angles, and the 
*^ northern Picts were converted. Convents also were 
^< founded by them in Burgundy, Flanders, Germany, 
^< Italy, and other foreign countries, where they were 
*^ distinguished by the rigid integrity and purity of their 
^^ manners. So that Ireland, from the opinion con- 
<^ ceived of their piety, was styled the Island of 
« Smuts:' 

To this generous tribute of Lord Lyttleton may be 
added the equally unprejudiced authority of another 
English writer of our own day. ^^ In Ireland " (says 
Mr. Plowden) ^^ did our great Alfired receive bis edoca- 
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^ lion." Bede informs us that the Anglo-Saxon king, 
Oswald, applied to Ireland for learned men to teach 
his people the principles of Christianity ; and a foreign 
writer (Henrick of St. Germain) under the French 
monarch Charles the Bald, says, ^^ why should I men- 
*^ tion Ireland? almost the whole nation, despising 
^^ the dangers of the sea, resort thither with a nume- 
*' rous train of philosophers." Camden also acknow- 
ledges that ^^ Ireland abounded with men of genius, 
*' when literature was rejected every where else ; " 
and it is frequently related by our writers, in praise of 
a person's education, 

Exemplo patrum;^ commotos amore legendi^ 
Irit ad Hybernos, Sophia mirabili claros.*' 

Spenser confesses that Ireland had the use of letters 
long before England, and the younger Scali^er, da- 
rum et venerabile nomen, sayf, ^^ du temps de Charle-^ 
<< magne et 200 ans apr^s, .omnes fere docti etoient/ 
^^ d'Irlande." The historian of Charlemagne, Sanga- 
lus the. Monk, asserts that the Colleges of Paris and 
Pavia wer^ founded by Irish monks ; and according to 
Polidore Virgil, King Alfred sent Johannes Scotus 
Erigena^ his own tutor, from Ireland, to be the first 
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public professor and teacher at Oxford. Ireland itself 
was formerly studded with seats of leaminf^, and tbe 
College of Armagh alone contained, as we are told, 
at one time, seven thousand students ! However these 
bulwarks of our ancient learning may be sought to be 
ttndermined by the political vermin of our day, we tnay 
be solaced by remarking, that they were held in suffi- 
cient estimation by that pure and practical philosopher 
who, by thfe piety of his life, has given a cun'encjtd 
yiftiie, ihd by the splendour of his intellect, shed a 
glory on his country. ^^ I have often wished," says 
Doctor Johnson, " that Irish literature were* cuftivated. 
'< Ireland is known to hitve been otf^ethe s^t of piety 
<< and learning, and sikt*ely it would be very accepta- 
^ ble to all those who are curious, either in the origin 
^ of nations or the affinity of languages, to be fiirllier 
^< informed of the revolutions of a people so ancient 
^ and once so illustrious." Without however having 
recourse to the venerable authorities of the deadj per- 
haps there may be found, even in our day, some fidnt 
and shadowy tirai;es of our former learning. When 
our cities and our seminaries re-echoed with the disBhal 
wa^hoop of persecutipn^ affirigfated literature fied Ihr 
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refiige to the rocks and recesses of the country, ivhere^, 
mid the sanctuary of solitude and secrecy of cavernsi^ 
she nursed her offspring in the hope, and solaced them 
with the history of better times. Even there jtill the 
spirit 6( her elder day is not forgotten. '^ Amid the 
^^ mountains of Kerry," says Mr. Smith in his history, 
^^ it is well known that classical learning extends, even 
^^ to a fault, among the poorer classes ; " and O^Hal- 
loran observes, ^^ that it is worthy of remark, this pro- 
^ pensity is most prevalent where the people have. 
^^ least communication with the adjacent plains and 
<< speak pure Irish ! " Let us hope that the day is not 
fkr distant when this spark, which still lingers^ shall, 
be suffered to extend itself; and perhaps, should bar* 
barism again overcloud our hemisphere, Ireland maj 
shine in fbture times, as formerly, <^ a light to thb 

^< NATIONS." 



The ruins frown in proud disdain. — Page 87. 

Some of the ruined castles and abbeys in Ireland ap« 
pear, to have been of the noblest order of architectuf e^ 
aiid to mark an sera in the annaU of that ill^ted 
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» 



country, in which the arts must have flourished in the. 
highest degree of cultivation ; but now, alas ! 

'^ Hic^ inter flumina nota 

^^ £t fontes sacros^ frigus captabis opacam." • 

ViBGiL^ Edogal. 

— -o— - 

And the spears of the brace. — Page 102. 

The organization of the volunteers in Ireland forms 
an epoch which no Irishman should forget, because it 
shews him of what his country, when united, is capa- 
ble. The story of that period is simply this. It had 
ever been the plan of England to garrison Ireland, in 
time of peace, with a standing army double the amount 
of her own, taking into consideration their comparative 
population and extent. The fatal policy of the Ame- 
rican war, however, rendered it necessary to draft away 
a large portion of this establishment, so that, in 1778, 
the number was reduced to five thousand ; and this 
diminished force was daily threatened with an hostile 
invasion. The eye of Europe was turned upon our 
country, and she soon exhibited an object worthy its 
attention. Suddenly the united- population rose in 
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i^rms, and > mankind saw, with astonishment, an infant 
military nation ranged under the banner of the law, 
beaming de^th and\ defiance on their enemies ! The 
effect was electric — our continental enemies knew too 
wellthe invincible valour of the Irish to execute their 
menaces; and thus^ in the hour of need, this disloyal 
pe(q)le saved JBngland from the effects of her folly, 
though it seems they could not shame her out of the 
injustice of lier suspicions. 

Having thus rescued the island from foreign incur- 
sion, the attention of the volunteers was turned to a 
fertile source of contemplation, its internal jgrievances. 
They demanded a free trade and an unfettered par- 
liament. So novel and bold a proposition was natur- 
ally, at first, received with isome hesitation ;. but th^ 
irresistible eloquence of our native Demosthenes,' 
wielding our former glory against our present apathy, 
raised the national pride, and as we then thought, 
(eheu fugaces I) laid the foundations of the national 
prosperity. ." There was a time,'* said Mr. Grattan,' 
^^ when the vault of liberty could hardly contain the 
^' flight of your pinion. Some of you went forth like 
<^ a giant, rejoicing in his strength^ but now you stand 
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^ like elres at the door of yotir own Pattdemoniutil. 
<< The armed youth of the country, like a thousand 
<^ streams, thundered from a thousand hills, and 
^' filled the plain with the congregated waters, in 
^^ whose mirror was seen, for a moment, the watery 
*^ image of the British constitution ! The waters 
<( subside, the torrents cease, the rill ripples withia 
^^ itd own bed, and the boys and children of the 
<^ village paddle in the brook." 



Her banner of green and her helm of goM.— Page 1Q2« 

This country formerly abounded with the precious 
metals, and with gold in particular. Scarcely a year 
passes without discovering somb gorget, shield oi^ 
helmet, wrought in the purest gold, and of the choicest 
wcNrkmanship. Such relics are generally found in the 
bogs, amongst which that of Cullen, in the county 
of Tipperary, has acquired the name of <^ golden '^ 
firom the number it contained. In Vol. YII. of the 
Archseologia there is a letter from the late Countess 
of Mdira^ a name embalmed in the heart of her coun- 
try, descilMlig a curiosity found in this bog. 
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^' In the year 1692/' says the illustrious writer^ 
^ Bome workmen cutting turf for firing in a bog in 
<^ Tipperliry, found a cap or crown of gold weighing 
^^ five ounces, supposed to have belonged to one of the 
'^ provincial kings in the reign of Brien Borhoime." 
To this crown Harris also alludes, giving it however 
a date of much higher antiquity. He supposes it to 
have been made before the Christian sera, because it 
has not the cross, " which," says he, " no crown 
^^ belonging to a Christian prince since that period 
^ ever was without." It is at present preserved at 
Auglune in Champagne, the residence of the Cumer- 
lord family. Mr. O^Halloran speaks of another crown 
'weighing six ounces, found in the same bog, whicb^ 
upon a test, was affirmed by a jeweller to have the 
least alloy of any gold he ever met. So abundantly 
indeed Was this metal derived from native mines, that 
we find, long after the Norman invasion, an act of the 
little parliament of the Pale^ 'prohibiting the use of 
gold in horse furniture except to persons of a certain 
rank. 

Lord Stafford, during his administration, seat to 
Chafles the First, the bit of a bridle made of adid 
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gold, weighing ten ounces, found in a bog, and an 
ingot of silver of three hundred ounces from the 
royal mines. These mines, he tells the Secretary 
of State in one of his letters, were so rich, that every 
fodder of lead yielded thirty pounds of fine silver. 
There are at present some gold mines in the County 
of Wicklow, which however are not worked. * The 
art of mining seems to have been very anciently known 
in Ireland, as those who obstinately persist in denying 
Ireland any knowledge whatever beyond that of sava- 
ges, may see by the following extract firom Mr. Hamil- 
ton's very able work on Antrim. 

^^ About twelve years ago," says he, speaking of 
a coal mine in Kilkenny, ^^ the workmen, in pushing 
<^ forward a new adit toward the coal, unexpectedly' 
^^ broke through the rock into a cavern. The hole 
<^ which they opened was not very large, and two 
'^ young boys were made to creep in with candles, 
<^ to explore this new region. They accordingly went 
^' forward and entered an extensive labyrinth, branch- 
<< ing off into numerous apartments, in the mazes 

<<- and vnndings of which they were at last completely 
^ lost. After various vain attempts to return, their 
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<^ their lights were extinguished, and they i^at down 
^^ together in utter despair of an escape from this 
^' dreary dungeon. In the mean time the people 
^^ without were alarmed for their safety, fresh hands 
<< were employed, a passage was at last made for the 
<< workmen, and the two unfortunate adventurers 
" extricated, after a whole night's imprisonment. On 
<^ examining this subterranean wonder it was found 
^^ to be a complete gallery, which had been driven 
" forward many hundred yards to the bed of coal ; 
^< that it branched off into various chambers, where 
<^ the miners had pushed on their different works; 
<< that pillars were left at different intervals to 
^^ support the roof; in short,' it was found to be 
^< an extensive mine, wrought by a set of people at 
<^ least as expert in the business as the present genera- 
<< tion. Some remains of the tools, and even the 
<< baskets used in the works, were discovered, but 
<< in such a state that on being touched they im- 
" mediately fell to powder. The antiquity of this 
<< work is pretty evident from this, that there does not 
<< remain the most remote tradition of it in the coun- 
<< try. But it is still more strongly demonstrable 
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^ from a natural process wbich has taken place since 
^^ its formation ; for stalactite pillars had been gene^ 
^ rated) reaching from the roof of the pit to the floor, 
<< and the sides and supports were found covered 
^< with sparry incrustations, which the present work* 
^^ men do not observe to be deposited in any definite 
^' space of time." 



JLeinsierl if birth done had made thee great. — Page 104. 

The only Duke in Ireland, the descendant of a noble 
line of ancestry, and the source, in himself^ of that 
purest of all titles, a genuine nolnlity of heart. The 
name of James, Duke of Leinster, can never be for- 
gotten by the Irish people while gratitude lingers 
amongst them. He was unanimouslj ebosen e0i»- 
mander of the volunteers of the metropolis at that 
trying sera. ^' A man," says the venerable Grattan, 
.^^ whose accomplishments gave a grace to our cause, 
^ and whose patriotism gave a credit toomrnoUes; 
^^ whom the rabble itself could not see without venera*- 
>^ tioo, as if they beheld not only something good but 
^* mcred : a man ^ho, drooping and fooat when we 
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^< began oui* struggles, fbrgot bis infirmity, and feund 
^^ iu the recovery of our constitution a vital principle 
" added to his own." 

Such is the panegyric ^ith ivhich eloquence has 
adorned him. But beauteous as it is^ he is embellished 
with one more lovely ; the lamentation of the rich-— 
the blessings of the poor — the sincere, silent, heart- 
rending sorrow of the country. 



thy holy name 



Stilly from our hillsy a beacon light shall flame /-—' 

Page 106, 

The Duke of Leinster has left 9 son, whom fame Jias 
julomed with all his father's patriotism and virtue. If 
IM>, there is yet an hope for Ireland. The people want, 
juid have long wanted, some patriotic, resident noble- 
man, through whom their grievances may be honeftfy 
stated, and redress demanded. li^ indeed, the yeang 
Duke be like his father who is in heaven^ — viewing life 
ancestry but as so many warnings not to sully their 
name, — ^holding his wealth but for the relief of the popr 
and his talents fi)r tbe good of the iiatio9,~tliere i$ 
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yet an hope for Ireland. Happy shall it be for his 
oountry^— happier for himself! 

*^ Ille Deum yitam accipiet^ divisqae yidebit 
'' Fermiztos heroas^ et ipse videbitur illis." 



On the sweet tone of Floods s harmomom tongue.-^ 

Page 107. 

Henry Flood, an orator, a patriot, and a states- 
man, long graced by his eloquence the Irish House of 
Commons. ^' He made," says Mr. Hardy in his able 
Life of the virtuous Lord Charlemont, ^^ a conspicuous 
^^ figure in the annals of his country, and he is entitled 
<< to the thanks of every public spirited man in it ; for 
<< unquestionably he was the senator who, by his re« 
^< peated discussion of questions, seldom, if ever, ap- 
<^ proached before, first taught Ireland that she had a 
« Parliament." 

Mr. Flood's life had been devoted to the welfare qi 
his country, and his dying act corresponded with the 
sentiment. He had long seen with sorrow, the neglect 
of our native language and the dispersion of our ancient 
manuscripts over the libraries of the Continent and the 
Vatican, and in his will left (according to the calcula- 
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tion of Lord Rosse) five thousand pounds per annum^ 
for the revival of the one and the recovery of the othei^y 
to Trinity College, Dublin. This noble bequest wa9 
however afterwards frustrated by a decision in a court 
of law. He was a general of the volunteers : and the 
circumstance reminds me of an anecdote full of the 
simplicity which so often accompanies genius. 

Having come to my native town, Sligo, in his 
military capacity, the boys of the Rev. Mr. Arm- 
strong's school appeared before him in martial uniform 
at a review ; for at that time the spirit of arms alike 
animated the crutch and the nursery. Flood imme- 
diately addressed the schoolboy regiment in the follow- 
ing terms : ^^ It is related to the honour of a Spartan 
^^ chief, that he was fond of superintending the sports 
c< of children : your sports are superior to those of the 

f 

<^ Spartan boys. But shall I call them spcnrts? No,. 
<^ they are exertions which make youths • men, and 
^< without which men are but children ! Milton, in his 
^treatise on Education, has set apart precepts for 
<^ military exercises, which your worthy teacher has 
^ brought into example, and I behold your early, but 
^ auspicipus exertions, with the same pleasure the 

o 
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i^ hnslMtiidyimi eontMiplates the {deaeing; promise of a 
V benignant harvest. Goon— and supply the snecesftion 
^ of those fruitful labourers for the public good whom 
^ time may take away.^ Such was the impression of 
tins beautifhl address upon the youthful onnd^ that I 
had it rerbatim from my fiither (who happened to be 
a member of the corps), after a recollection of thirty 
jears! 



Where siboer Burgh poufffdonthfimtMscwr*'-^ 

PfcfB 108. 

Of the celebrated Hvtmr BuR6h> long tiie oma* 
raent 6t the Irish House of Commons, I have estraet* 
ed the followrag character from the pcfti of Mhp. Hardy,' 
who was long a^ahited with him, so that the fideHty 
(^ the ^ctore HK^ be relied upon. 

tt Waher Hussey, who afterwards took the name of 
<^ Biirgh, and was advanced to the station oP licfrd* 
<< Chief Bdron of the Exchequer, came intoparihttieiit 
<< wider the auspices of James Duke of LeinsMr. 
^< His speedbes^ when he first entered the Hease of 
'' CottunoBs, were very brilliant^ very igmratite^ iuid 
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<^ lur iQore remarikable fiir that elegant pMtic lafitey 

^ wbtcb bad highly dietrngitished him when • neterbef 

<^ of the Uoiversity, than any logical lUiBtratieii or 

^' depth of argument. But aa he wan blessed with^ 

^' great endowmenta, every session took awaj 8ome« 

^^ vhat from the unnecessary splendour and redundancy 

<< q( bis harangues. To inafce use of a( phrase of Ci- 

^^ ceroy in speaking of fats own improvement in elo- 

^^ ijuencoy his orations were gradnaliy deprived of atl 

^^ fever. Clearness of intellect, a subtle, refined, and 

^^ polished wit, a gay, fertile, uncommonly fine ima- 

^ gination, very classieat tarste, superior harmony and 

^ elegance of diction, peculiarly characterised thia jast- 

^ 1^ celebrated man. To those who never heard' him, 

<^ aa the fashion of this world in ^lofueAce, as in all ^ 

<^ Jiioigs else, so^n passes away, it may^ be na easy 

^ matter to convey ai jast id^ of Us^stylfi of speaking; 

<^ It differed totally from the models Which hate beeii 

^ presented to ns by some of the greait maiters of rhe*^ 

<^.;toriein latter days^ His etoquenee was by Ho means 

(^ gaudy,, tumid, or approaichiiig to that species of rft^'i^' 

^ .toney whi(^ the RosKin critics denomiHated Asiaik'j 

^ imt it was^ alwajrs decorated as Hr^occasibn repaired i 

o 2 
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<^ it was often compressed and pointed, though tBat' 
<< could not be said to have been its general feature. 
^^ It was sustained by great ingenuity, great rapidity of 
^' intellect, luminous and piercing satire. The classical 
^' allusions of this orator, for he was truly one, were 
'^ so appropriate, they followed each other in such 
<^ bright and varied succession, and at times spread 
*^ such an unexpected and triumphant blaze around his 
^^ subject, that all persons who were in the least tinged 
*^ with literature could never be tired of listening to 
<^ him. The Irish are a people of quick sensibility, 
*' and perfectly alive to every display of ingenuity or 
f< illustrative wit. Never did the spirit of the nation 
</ soar higher than during the splendid days of the 
<< volunteer institution i and when Hussey Burgh, al« 
<< luding to some coercive laws, and to that association 
<f then in its proudest array, said in the House of Couh 
^' mons, * that such laws were sown like dragcms' teeth 
^} ^ and sprung up armed men,' the applause which 
^ followed, and the glow of enthusiasm which be kin-^ 
<< died in every mind, far exceed my poWers of descrip- 
<< tion. ^ He did, not,' isaid Mr, Flood, ^Uve lo be 
<( < ennobled^ but he was ennobled by nature.' I value 
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^* the just prerogatives of ancient nobility, but to the 
^ tears and regrets of a nation bending over the urn 
'^ of public'and private excellence, as Ireland did over 
^^ his, Tvhat has heraldry to add, or at such moments 

^^ what can it bestow ? " 



Now heartkss traders heap their sordid hoard. — Page 108. 

' This is well delineated, both by the pen and the pen- 
cil, in the elegant poem entitled ^^ Petticoat Loose, a 
Fragmentary Tale of the Castle." The Irish House 
of Commons is now the mart of the money-changers ! 
a most characteristic transition. Of the Irish Union 
(that infamous consummation of our calamities, begot 
in bribery and baptised in blood, which robbed the 
Irishman of the impulse of a name, degraded his coun- 
try into a province, gave him an itinerant legislature 
and an absentee aristocracy, left him at the mercy of 
every prentice statesman, and carried away his wealth 
to bribe his foreign masters into contemptuous civility) 
I shall not speak, because I trust it is but a fleeting 
speck, and that Irishmen will never desist, until the 

o 3 
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Yeiy memory of that penal statute oo our national pri 
k obliterated and erased. 



My earliest friend, — Page 115. 

The Reverend James Armstrong, for many and 
many a year curate of St. John's, Sligo; a man of most 
extensire acquirements, great piety, and a cheerfiilftess 
of manner which made every circle in which he associa* 
ted happy. 

'' His taltem accimuilem donis et (imgar 
^^ Inani numere.'* 



To where Kinkord^s palace shed 
Its splendours. Page 118* 

Kinkora, the palace of Brien, 



Or Clonmacnoise upreared Us head. — ^Page 118. 

The celebrated Abbey of Clonmacnoise, long the 
retreat of piety suad learning, was destroyed in 1 ji84^ 



' I d 
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bj the garrison of Athlone, wbo barbarously plunder* 
•d it of every ornament and devastated tbe sacred 
shrine of ihe great St. Kieran. The English seem to 
have enjoyed a peculiar pleasure in the annihilation of 
our religious edifices and every antiquity which they 
possessed. Thus we find Lord Grey, a sacrilegious in* 
cendiary in the reign of Henry YIII., destroying the 
venerable cathedral of Down, which the jfoUowing 
verse described as possessing the remains of three 
renowned ecclesiastics : 

'' Hi tres in Duno tumulo, tumulantuo in uno^ 
" Brigioa^ Patricius, atque Columba plus.** 

It was in these holy sanctuaries that what remained 
of art or antiquity, after the ravages of the Danes, 
were preserved. They abounded in fine paintings and 
beauteous relics. Cambrensis makes mention of a 
concordance of the four Gospels, found in the church 
of Kildare, so divinely painted, that he declares, 
^ neither the pencil of an Apelles, nor the chisel of a 
^^ Lysippus, ever formed the like ; in a wond, it seems 
<^ to have been executed by something more than a 
<^ mortal hand«" -. It wa9 carefully destroyed ! 1 ! Let 
no man hereafter profane the ancient name of Ireland, 

o 4 
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because her monuments have perished 1 But though 
the transient brass and mouldering column bear not 
down to future ages the records of her old magnifi"* 
cence^ there is a living and far nobler herald to confirm 
its existence to the traveller ; the native grandeur of 
soul ; the cherished spirit of ancient hospitality ; the 
pure^ inherent) unpurchasable nobility of heart, 9till 
glow throughout the island, the embers of its ruined 
greatness, the traditional relics of its hereditary pride 
and defrauded inheritance. 



Proud Tata's ietnpk stood. — Page 119, 

Tare, the grand seat of Ireland*s triennial parlia- 
ment, was originally founded by the great Irish 
legislator, 011am, as an old poem preserved by Keating 
tells us« 

^ The learned Ollam Fbdbla first ordained 
^ Hie great assemUy where the nobles met, 
^ And priests and poets and philosophers, 
^ 1V» make new laws and to amend ^e old, 
^ And to adYWce the hoMvef their comrtry.* 
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At this assembly all the kings, priests, poets and 
philosophers of the kingdom, attended, and our old 
histories dwell with peculiar delight on the details 
of its magnificence. 

The room where the parliament sat was three 
hundred feet in length, forty cubits in height, and had 
fourteen doors. They met three days before the 1st 
of November, and having spent the two first in friendly 
intei^ourse, on the third the grand feast of Samhuin, 
or the moon, commenced. This was a custom derived 
firom Phenicia. The feast opened with sacred odes set 
to a grand variety of national instruments, and after 
the Druids had finished their rites the fire of Sam- 
huin was lighted and the deities solemnly invoked 
to consecrate the national councils. The order of 
business was first the police, then the foreign alliance, 
next peace and war, and though last not least in 
importance^ the formal registry of the records in the 
PsAiitER of Tara. The merchants and artizans had 
also their meeting, in order to deliver into the grand 
assembly the state of trade and manu&ctures. 

During the festivals, the provincial Queens gave 
grand assemblies to the ladies of the nobility ; and so 
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cbivalrous were our ancient institutioBt with respect 
to the fair sex^ that the slightest insult offered to one 
of them was death without appeal or power of pardon. 
The attention to heraldry was surprising for such a 
distant age. The first notice of the assexnUy was a 
sound of trumpet, then the esquires of the nobility 
presented themselves at the door of the grand faall^ 
and gave in the shields and en«gns of their masters 
to the deputy grand marshal^ which were ranged 
under the direction of the king at arms. At sound of 
the second trumpet the target-bearers of the general 
officers gave in their insignia ; and at the third sound^ 
the kings, princes, nobility, and all other constituent 
parts of this great assembly^ took their seats with the 
utmost regularity under their respective banners. Such 
is the account of our oldest writers. 



The holt/ seers J the minstrel band. — Page ISO. 

With a true minstrel pride, the poet c^ Ireland 
dwells on the high respect paid to tlie bards of old. 
They had privileges denied to any oth^ order in state. 
Their persons were sacred^ their property seeore^ 
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the hall of hospitality was eret open to tbem^ and tlw 
name of bard was a passport even amoa^ enemies. 
These privileges were amply repaid by the children of 
song : they raised the spirit qF the nation^ in war 
inspired the hero^ in peace civilized the {Missions ; 
they were the sonl of the festival and the herald of 
the legislator. like the fiery pillar which preceded 
Mosee in the wilderness, he was guided by the <^ light 
^^ of the song)" and Ireland became, as it were, bar"* 
monized into order ! 

Mr. Smith, in his Fall of Zura, gives a beautiful 
instance of the superstitious respect in which they wer^ 
held. ^^ The bard with his harp goes trembling to 
^^ the door : his steps are like the warrior of many 
^^ years, when he bears mournful to the tomb the son 
^^ of his son. The threshold is slippery with CrigaPa 
^^ wandering blood ; across it the aged falls : the spf ac 
<^ of Duarna is lifted over him, but the dj/ing Crigal 
<< tells it is the hard f' 

The bard always attended his patron to battle and 
remained on the edge of the field, gleaning firom hi^ 
^cploits the subjects of his future panegyric. If^ how- 
ever> he perceived him likely to be overpowered, ha 
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rushed forward arrajed in his flowing robes of wliilB^ 
and to the music of his glittering harp sung the ^ eje 
«c of the battle.'' 

f ' He it entranced : — >the fillet bant that bound 
'' Hit liberal locks^-^his tnowy vestmentt fall 
In ample folds, and all his floating form 
Doth seem to glisten with divinity.** Masov. 

This war song, called the <^ eye of the battle/* Was 
generally an enumeration of the patron's virtues, and 
abounds chiefly in epithets, as may be seen by the fol- 
lowing specimen, addressed, in the hour of danger, by 
the celebrated Fergus, Finn's poet, to Gaul Mac Mor- 
ni« << Oaul, vigorous and warlike ; chief of th^ in« 
^^ trepid, unboundedly generous, the delight of ma« 
<< jesty, a wall of unextinguishable fire, rage unre- 
^ mitting, champion replete with battles, guide to 
<< the rage of heroes, son of the great Moma, 
<* generous to poets, respite to warriors, tribute on 
<< nations, downfall of foreigners.*' 

Even into the midst of hostile tribes the minstrels 
used to rush to animate their patrons ; and strange as 
it may appear, yet such was the reverence in whidi 
they were held, even by enemies, that we have but 
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Me instance in our whole history of violence being 
coffered to. (heir person ; and the monarch who thus 
transgressed has descended to us with* the opprobrious 
epithet of Kin-salach or the ^^ accursedJ^ The trans- 
action is related with much minuteness in the ^^ Book 
^ of Sligo." This extreme encouragement naturally 
excited emulation in the composition of our music,, 
and to it we owe our confessed superiority in this de- 
lightful science. I have often thought pur anciept |>er- 
fection in this respect no trifling proof of our national 
Untiquity. 

. Of every barbarous pation of which we read, their 
few instruments were 4incouth ^nd their strains un^ 
melodious; but even so far back as the English in* 
vasion, we find ours preferred to that of every country 
in the world, even by our avowed vilifyer, Qap^brensis 
himself, who strains all the powers of antithesis in 
giving its eulogium '' tam suavi velocitate, tam dispari 
^< paritate, tam discordi concordia, consona redditur 
<^ et completur melodid." The learned Selden, in his 
notes OB Drayton, confesses that the Welsh music, for 
the ibost part, came out of Ireland, with Grufiydth 
ap Conon^ Prince of North Wales, aboutKing Ste*' 
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phea's time ; and the inustriew Baoon deekref, m hit 
SjhrBy that ^^ no harp has the sound so raeking aadso 
^ prolonged aa the Irish harp.'* Such was its fime 
indeed on the Continent, that we are told by variooff 
Ustorians, when the Abbey of Nirille, in Franee, wat 
founded, the wife of Pej^ sent to Ireland formusicinns 
and chorislers for the churdi mosic. 

The melancholy airs are uncommonly pathetic ; so 
much so^ that I have heard of a celebrated Italian, 
who after listening to some of them suddenly exchmn- 
ed, ^^ that must be the music of a people who hare kisi 
^^ Aeir freedom t " Oneof our wandering harp^s, in 
aUnsion to this pathos^ placed tins inscription htely on 
hiaharp^ 

^' Cur Ijrs fbnestas edit percnisa sonores ? 
^^ Sicut amissam fbrs diadema gemit." 



And violate our paradise.^^Vage 127. 

^ Suvoy'' a^n Spenser, ^ it is n most btaiitifiil and 
^^ sweet country as any under heaTen, hdnjg afeoffcd 
<^ with iiany gnoAy nteis, septsnidKd witkall aorts 
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of feh^ most abandantlj sprinkled with many sweet 
« islands and goodly lak^^ like little inland seas^ tbat 
^ will car? J even ships upon their waters ; adoined 
^ witib goodly woods, even fit fbf bnilding of hooses 
^ and ships, so oommodionsly, that if some princes of 
<< the world had them, they woidd soon hope lUi he 
^ lords of ail seas, and ere long of the world.'^ /Sudk 
is the description of the country: as aconrpaniob to 
i^ I transcribe another, of its inhabitants, by , the 
learned Camden, a writer so little partial to as, that 
he has been thas quaintly characterised, 

'* PttHKuttBi Anglos^ ocales, Camdeae^ chiobis,' 
'' Uao attlito> Sootos^ ooecas^ Hybernigeiias.'* • 
He says, ^' In universum, gens haec corpore y$JidtL 
^ et imprimis agilis^ animo fbrti et elato, ingenioacrlj 
<^ bellicosa, vitse prodiga, laboris, frigoris et inedStt 
<^ patiens, veneri indulgens, hospitibns perbenfgtia^ 
^^ amore constans, inimicitiis implacabilis, credulitate 
^^ levis, glorias avida, contumelise et injurice impatiens 
^< et in omnes actus vehementisdima/' Those who 
know the Irish character wiU Easily see the fidelity of 
1i» piclaure. In. Sfienoer's description be has omitted, 
hoWjBVci^ a blJBssii^. almost |Nec«diap to Irelend-^-lH 
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fireedom from venemous animals. The natives ascribe 
this to a miracle wrought by their tutelar saint^ St. 
Patrick^ as the natives of Malta ascribe the same happy 
exemption to the influence of St. Paul. Ireland has 
enjoyed the blessing certainly for a long series of 
yearS) as in the beginning of the eighth century we 
find the venerable Bede sayings ^' Nullus ibi serpens 
<< vivere valeat ;" and after him Camden, ^' Nullus hie 
<^ serpens nee venenatum quicquam." There is as-^ 
cribed even to the native oak the surprising property of 
destroying spiders; of which the beautiful roof ot 
Westminister Hall is an example. The oak of thb 
roof was sent to Rufus, at his own request^ by Tur- 
lough, king of Ireland^ in the year 107. What a pity 
it is that we do not follow the kindly example of nature^ 
iftd banish also from our island the religious and pon 
Utical poison which infects it ! 



Erm has sent her wanriofs bright 

To ain Uie kmrth of thefghi.^Fage 128. 

This is no idle boast: it is a truth written in blood 
M otery ibme in Europe* We need aot refer to Spen«i 
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ser for his testimony^ that ^^ there is no man who 
^< cometh on more boldly to the charge than an Irish- 
<^ maD)^' while Blenheim, Ramillies, Cremona, Det- 
ttngen, Fontenoy, and innumerable similar monnments 
to our national bravery exist ; a bravery so indi sputab^e, 
that it even extorted from King William, at the siege 
Of Limerick, the unwilling declaration, that ^< with 
^ the handful of brave Irishmen enclosed in the city, 
^< he would take it in despite of his whole Englisfaf 
^^ army !" The Abbe Geoghagan, quoting the Camp 
de Vendome, says, " Monsieur de Vendpme, qui avoit 
^^ une estime particuli^re pour cette belliqueuse nation, 
^ & la tdte de laquelle il avoit livr^ tant de combats, et 
^< 'remport6'tant de victoires, avoua quMl dtoit surpris 
^^ des terribles expeditions que ces bouchers de I'arm^e 
^^ (c'est ainsi qu'il les appelloit) faisoient en sa pr^- 
<< eence." All France, says he, applauded, and the 
greatest and most powerful riiOnareb croWned the 
eulogies of tins hraiTe and gaUant aation, by styling 
Ibem ^^LsB b&ates IrI/AHdois T' 
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He who on Barossa^s height. — Page 138. 

It was Serjeant Masterson, a native of Roscommon 
in Ireland, who took the famous Imperial Eagle at the 
Iwttle of Barossa. This ensign was encircled with a 
golden wreath, as a particular mark of the Emperor'^ 
favour. The Prince Regent, ever anxious to reward 
m^it, has since promoted its brave captor. 



Not DetttngetCs undying name. — Page 190. 

LoBD LiGONiE&'s regiment of cavalry, to a man 
Irish, saved the King's person and gained the battle of 
Dettingen. ^^ 



Not FofAmojfs external fame.-^'Page 130. 

Such was the bravery of our Catholic countrymen at 
the battle of Fontenot, that George the Second ex- 
claimed in an agony, <^ Cursed be the laws which de« 
^ prive me of such subjects !" What a comment on 
that ne&rious penal code, which Mr. Burke so justly 
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describes to be ^^ a machine of wise and elaborate con- 
^^ trivance, and as well fitted for the oppression, im- 
<^ poverishment, and degradation of a people, and the 
^^ debasement in them of human nature itself, as ever 
^^ proceeded from the perverted ingenuity of man !*' 

_o — 

Not cVw Cremona^ s clasficjlame. — Page 130. 

At Cbemona the regiments of Dillon and Burke 
saved the whole French army. Such was their havoc, 
that it was said in the English House of Commons, the 
Irish had done more mischief to the Allies abroad, than 
they could have done at home by the possession of their 
forfeited estates. 



Guards of their prince and glories of their land.-PsLge 133. 

The brave 87th, commanded by Sir John Doyle, and 
entirely composed of Irishmen, so distinguished them- 
selves in the present campaign, that the Prince Regent 
styled them " His own Irish ;" an epithet full of afiec- 
tion in him who gave it, and of glory to those who 
received it. Let the illustrious bene&ctor but extend 

T 2 
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his justice, and iD the hour of need (which God aycirt l)y 
he will have an island for his throne, ahd its united 
people for his body guard. 

It is worthy of remark, that there is scarcely £i 
single name of any note^ at present, on the Peninsula, 
which is not Irish. Wellington, Pack, Blake, Carrol, 
O^Donnel, Trant, Beresford, and countless others, 
form a bright and dazzling constellation in the night of 
Irdand's sorrow ! Unhappy eountrymett ! In America 
you lead the bar, in Spain you guide the army, in Eng- 
land you adorn the senate— at home you are dUqud^ed ! 



Whatever may he his humble 2o^.-r-Page 1S7» 

^^ Dives, inops, Romae, sen, si fors ita jusserit, 
exul." 



THE END. 
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